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PREFACE 



Tbb foUowing CoUeetlon has been compiled by a 
tew of the teachers of the Liyerpool Friends' Sabbath 
Schools. Their object has been to supply them- 
selves with a greater yariety of Hymns, suitable to 
the requirements imd capacities of their scholars, 
than is to be fcnmd in other Selections, and care has 
been taken to select only those pieces inenldkting 
sonnd moral and religious principles. 

JAvtrpool, 6 Mo, 186S. 
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LOVE ONE ANOTHER.— p. ii. 

A little piriwith a happy look, 

Sat slowly reading a ponderous book, 

All bound with velvet, and edg'd with gold, 

And its weight was more than the child could hold; 

Yet dearly she lov'd to ponder it o'er, 

And every day she priz'd it more, 

For it said, as she look'd at her dear little brother, 

It said " Little Children love one another." 

She thought it was beautiful in that book. 
And the lesson home to her heart she took | 
She walk'd on her way with a trusting grace, 
And a dove-like look on her meek young face, 
"Which just as plain as words could say. 
The Holy Bible I must obey ; 
So Mamma I'll be kind to my darling brother, 
For ** Little Children must love one another." 

I'm sorry he's nauphty and will not pray ; 
But I'll love him still, for I think the way 
To make him gentle and kind to me, 
Will be better shown if I let him see 
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I stnve .to do what is jast and right, 

And thus, when I kneel to pray at night, 

I'll clasp my arms around my brother 

And say, ** Little children must love one another." 

The little girl did as the Bible taught. 

And pleasant indeed was the change it wrought; 

For the boy look'd up with glad surprise 

To meet the light of her loving eyes; 

His heart was full ; he could not speak; 

He press'd a kiss on his sister's cheek*; 

And God look'd down on the happy mother, 

Whose Little Children lov'd each other. 



« PEACE, BE STILL."— c. m. 

A little ship was on the sea. 

It was a pretty sight ; 
It sailed along so pleasantly. 

And all was calm and bright. 

When lo ! a storm began to rise, 
The wind grew loud and stirong; 

It blew the clouds across the skies, 
It blew the waves along. 

And all but One, were sore afraid 

Of sinking in the deep ; 
His head was on a pillow laid. 

And he was fast asleep. 
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** Master, we perish 1 Master, save ! " 
They cried ; their Maker heard ; 

He rose, rebuked the wind and wave, 
And stiird them with a word. 

He to the storm says " Peace, be still ;" 

The raging billows cease ; 
The mighty winds obey His will, 

And all are hnsh'd to peace. 

1 well we know it was the Lord, 

Our Saviour and our Friend ; 
Whose care of those who trust His word 

Will never, never end. 



THE VALUE OF TIME.— p. m. 

A minute how soon it has flown I 

And yet how important it is I 

God calls every moment His own, 

For all our existence is His ! 
And though we may waste them in folly and play, 
He notices each that we squander away. 

Why should we a minute despise — 

Because it so quickly is o'er ? 

We know that it rapidly flies, 

And therefore should prize it the more. 
Another, indeed, may appear in its stead, 
But those predous moments for ever are fled. 
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Tis MS5 to BquuidEr onr jeara 

Id idlf nsBs, foil;, and sLriie ; 

But, oil 1 DD repentance or tears 

Can bring buck oae raoment of life I 
Bat time, if veil spent, and improved aa it goel 
'Will leader life pleoBaot, and peaceful its dIom, 

FE1L0W3HIP. 
Abide iritb me I 1hst bXle the eventide. 
The darkness thickens, Lord, vith me abide ; 
When earthly heljwra fail, and comforts flee. 
Help of the helpless, O abide mtb me 1 

Svift to its close ebbs out life's little da; ; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass AViy; 
Change and decnj, in all aronnd I see; 
Oh Thon irho changest not, abide with me 1 
Hot a brief glance I seek, a passing word; 
Bnt as Thou dwellest with Th; people. Lord ; 
Familiar, condescending, patient, free. 
Come not to stgonm, bnt abide with me. 



I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless ; 
JJJs liave DO weight, and tears no bitterness ; 
ff^era is death's stiBg, where, grayo, thy -^ieta 
^^mapngmi. ifTboa aJUde with ma. 
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SABBATH EVENING.— L. m. 

Again we've passed a Sabbath day, 
And heard of Jesus and of heaven ; 
We thank Thee, Father, and we pray 
That this day's faults may be forgiven. 

May all we've heard and understood 
Be well remembered through the week, 
And help to make us wise and good, 
More humble, diligent, and meek. 

HE ORDERETH ALL THINGS WELL. 

All things bright and beautiful. 
All creatures great and small, 

All things wise and wonderful, 
The Lord God made them all. 

Each little flower that opens. 
Each little bird that sings. 

He made their glowing colours, 
He made their shining wings. 

The rich man in his castle, 
The poor man at his gate, 

God made them high and lowly 
And ordered their estate. 

The purple headed mount&iti^ 

The river runnragVj, 
The Bunset and t\ift TciQiTOv^^ 

That brigbten ir^ Oci^ ^"^ • 



BTUXa AHII TOBTn. 

TlM mU «ln4 te tfas V 

ne till ticN In tht gnanraod, 

-Hm UMdow* wb«re we pl^, 
TbB nuliM br the watOT, ; 

"We gather eTMT day. 

■ Hb gave OB eyes to ses tbem. 
And lips tliat wb might tall. 
How great ie Ood Almighty 
Who doeth all things wbU. 

CHtLDEEN'S PBAISB^-o. x. 

Almighty Falhar I hearenly King, 
Who ml'st the irorUs aboYB. 

Accept ths tribute childrea bring 
Of gralilnde and Iotb. 

To Thee, eaoh morning when we rise, 

Our early vows Te pay j 
And, ere the night has closed oar eyes, 

We thank Thee for the day. 

Onr Saviour, ever good and kind. 

To ns His word bath given, 
2!6ai cbildrea yoang as we, ntaj &&& 



HYMNS AND POETBT. 

Stretch oat, Lord, thy gracious hand 

To gaide our erring youth. 
And lead us to that blissful land. 

Where dwells eternal truth. 

THOU GOD SEEST ME. 

Among the deepest shades of night. 
Can there be one who sees my way ? 

Tes ; God is like a shining light. 
That turns the darkness into day. 

When every eye around me sleeps, 
May I not sin without control ? 

No — for a constant watch He keeps, 
On every thought of every soul. 

If I could find some cave unknown. 
Where haman feet have never trod, 

Tet there I could not be alone ; 
On every side there would be God. 

He smiles in heaven ; He frowns in hell ; 

He fills the air, the earth, the sea ; 
I roust within His presence dwell ; 

I cannot from His anger flee. 

Yet T may flee — He shoTi^Tci^ ^R\\«^fe*. 

To Jem% Chrut Ra \i\^a rti^ ^^ \ 
And while I seek for patdotv \JaeT^, 
There's only meToy isiSva c^^- 
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AN EYENINa HYMN.— a x. 

And now another day is gone, 

I'll sing my Maker's praise; 
My comforts every hoar make known 

His providence and grace. 

But how my childhood mns to waste I 
My sins, how great their sum I 

Lord, give me pardon for the past. 
And strength for days to come. 

Shepherd of souls ! who dost not sleep, 
Sustain my slumb'ring head I 

And through the hours of darkness keep 
Thy watch around my bed. 

With cheerfal heart I close mine eyes, 
Since Thou wilt not remove ; 

And in the morning let me rise 
Rejoicing in Thy love. 

JESUS ONCE A CHILD. 

And was my Saviour once a child, 

A little child like me ? 
And was He humble, meek, and mild 

As little ones should be ? 

Oh ! why did not the Son of God 
Come as an angel bright ? 
Aud why not have His fair a\)ode 
To come with power and miglil 
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Because He came not here to reign, 

As sovereign here below ; 
He came to save our souls from sin, 

Whence all our sorrows flow. 

And did the Son of God most high 

Consent a man to be ? 
And did that blessed Saviour die 

Upon the cross for me ? 

And did my Saviour freely give 

His life for sinful men ? 
What 1 did he die that we might live f ' 

Oh, how he loved us then 1 

Accept, ever blessed Lord I 

An infant's humble praise ; 
Teach me to love Thy holy word, 

And serve Thee all my days. 

CHILDREN IN HEAVEN.— o. M. p. 

Around the throne of God in heaven 

Thousands of children stand ; 
Children whose sins are all forgiven, 

A holy happy band. 

Singing glory, glory, glory. 

In flowing robes of spotless white, 

See every one arrayed \ 
Dwelling in everlasting W^'^*^ c2:-v^<svx5.%>^ 

And joys that never fejio. ^ ^ 
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Once they were little ones like 70a, 

Aod lived on earth below ; 
And could not praise, as now they do, 

The Lord who loved them so. Singing, &o. 

What brought them to that world above — 

That heaven so bright and fair ; 
Where all is peace, and joy, and love — 

How came those children there ? Singing, &c. 

Because the Saviour shed His blood, 

To wash away their sin ; 
Bathed in that pure and precious flood, 

Behold them white and clean. Singing, &o. 

On earth they sought the Saviour's grace, 

On earth they loved His name ; 
So now they see His blessed face, 

And stand before the Lamb. Singing, &o. 

AMNE HOULDITOH. 

MY VOICE SHALT THOU HEAR IN THE 

MORNING.— L. M. 

Psalm 6. 8. 

Awake, my soul, and with the sun. 
Thy daily stage of duty run ; 
Shake off dull sloth and joyful rise, 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

Thy precious time misspent, redeem ; 
Each present day, thy last esteem ; 
Improve thy talent with due care; 
For the great day thyself prepare. 
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In oonyersation be sincere ; 
Keep conscience as the noontide dear. 
Think how all-seeing God, thy ways, 
Thy every secret thought, surveys. 

Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart, 
And with the angels bear thy part, 
Who, all night long, unwearied sing 
High praise to the Eternal King. 

All praise to Thee who safe has kept, 
And hast refreshed me while I sleptl 
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake, 
I may of endless life partake. 

Lord, I my vows to Thee renew. 
Disperse my sins as morning dew; 
Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with Thyself my spirit fill. 

Direct, control, suggest, this day. 

All I design, or do, or say; 

That all my powers, with all their might, 

In Thy sole glory may unite. 

Praise God from whom all blesalt^^^'^'^N 
Praise Him, a\\ crealMT^'iVeT^Xi^^'^ \ 
Praise H im above , ye YveaNexvXi \vo%vn 
Praise Father, Sou, mai 12LoVs QCW^^^ 
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BE KIND, 

Be kind to thy father, for when thoa wert young, 

Who loved thee more fondly than he ? 
He caaght the first accents that fell from thy tongue, 

And joined in thy innocent glee ; 
Be kind to thy father, for now he is old, 

His locks intermingled with grey; 
His footsteps are feehle, once fearless and bold, 

Thy father is passing away. 

Be kind to thy mother, for lo ! on her brow 

Many traces of sorrow are seen : 
Oh t well may'st thou cherish and comfort her now. 

For loving and kind hath she been ; 
Remember thy mother, for thee she will pray 

As long as God giveth her breath ; 
With accents of kindness, then cheer her lone way, 

E'en to the dark valley of death. 

Be kind to thy brother, his heart will have dearth 

If the smile of thy love be withdrawn, 
The flowers of feeling will fade at their birth 

If the dew of affection be gone ; 
Be kind to thy brother, — wherever we are, 

The love of a brother shall be, 
An ornament purer and richer by far 

Than the pearls from the depths of the sea. 

Be kind to thy sister, not many may know 

The depth of true sisterly love 1 
The wealth of the ocean lies fathoms below 

The surfieice that sparkles above : 
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Thy kindness shall bring to thee many sweet hours, 
And blessings thy pathway to crown ; 

Affection shall weave thee a garland of flowers 
More precious than wealth or renown. 

LITTLE MART. 

Before the bright sun rises over the hill, 
In the corn fields poor Mary is seen, 

Impatient her little blue apron to fill, 
With the few scattered ears she can glean. 

She never looks off, nor goes out of her place. 

To play, nor to idle, or chat, 
Except now and then just to wipe her warm face. 

And fan herself with her straw hat. 

" Oh, why not leave off as the others have done, 

And sit with them under the tree ? 
I fear you will faint in the beams of the sun. 

How weary and hot you must be !'* 

" Oh no ! my dear mother lies sick in her bed, 

Too feeble to spin or to knit ; 
My poor little brothers are crying for bread, 

And yet we can't give them a bit. 

" Then could I be idle, or merry, or play 

"While they are so hungry and ill, 
Ah I no, I had rather work hard all the day, 

My little blue apron to fill." 



?hou canst guard thy creatures sleeping^ 
leal the heart long broke with weeping. 
iod of stillness and of motion, 
)f the desert and the ocean, 
)f the mountain rock and river, 
Blessed be thy name for eyer I 

?hou that slumberest not nor sleepest, 

Blest are they Thou kindly keepest ! 

Jod of evening's parting ray, 

)f midnight's gloom, and dawning day 

That rises from the azure sea, 

jike breathings of eternity ; 

7od of life ! J,hat, fade shall never. 

Blessed be thy name for ever I 

Hoao 

THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM, 
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Say, shall we yield Him in costly devotion, 
Odours of Edom, and offerings divine ? 

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean ? 
Myrrh firom the forest, and gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ample ohlation ; 

Vainly with gold would his favours secure : 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration ; 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid 1 

Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Bedeemer is laid. 

SEED TIME. 

" Cast thy bread upon the waters," 

Sow in faith the little seed ; 
Be not idle, faint, or weary, 

God's eternal promise plead, 
With the old man and the stripling. 

With the rich and with the poor ; 
Think that when to-morrow dawneth. 

Seed-time may be thine no more. 

" Cast thy bread upon the waters," 

Sow in £sdth the little seed ; 
Wind and drought and rain and sunshine, 

Still each other shall succeed. 
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In the morningf in the evening, 

Scatter still with bounteous hand ; 

Here and there some grain forgotten, 
Germinates in fruitful land. 

" Cast thy bread upon the waters," 

Sow in faith the little seed; 
Be of great results expectant, 

For the harvest is decreed. 
NoWf thou knowest not the issue, 

NoWf thou must confide in God ; 
He can cause thy work to prosper, 

Guiding all events for good. 

" Cast thy bread upon the waters," 

Sow in faith the little seed ; 
Oft an unseen blessing hallows 

Some un-thought-of word or deed. 
God shall give thee sweet rejoicing 

After many anxious days ; 
And thine everlasting anthem, 

Shall declare thy Maker's praise. 

CHAELES MACEAY. 



LOVE ONE ANOTHEE.— L. m. 

Children do you love each other ? 

Are you always kind and true ? 
Do you always do to others 

Ajb you'd have them do to you ? 
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Are you gentle to each other ? 

Are you careful dny by day, 
Not to give offence by actions, 

Or by anything you say ? 

Little children love each other. 

Never give another pain ; 
If your brother speaks in anger. 

Answer not in wrath again. 

Be not selfish to each other, 

Never spoil another's rest : 
Strive to make each other happy, 

And you will yourselves be blest. 

CHILDREN OF JERUSALEM. 

Children of Jerusalem 

Sang the praise of Jesus' name ; 

Children too of modern days 

Join to sing the Saviour's praise. 

Hark ! while infant voices sing, 
Loud Hosannas to our King. 

We are taught to love the Lord, 

We are taught to read his word; 

We are taught the way to heaven. 

Praise for all to God be given I Hark, &c. 

Parents, teachers, old and young. 

All unite to swell the son^\ 

Higher and vet laighex T\&ft, ^ 

Tiil hosannas reacb. tii^ ^^^^"^ ^^«2«^- 
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LOOKINa TO JESUS. 

Children yon have gone astray, 

Far from Gkid, and peace, and beaTen ; 
Would yon leave that dangerous wayf 
Would you have your sins forgiven t 
Christ ean all your sins SirgiTe, 
Look to Jesus, look and live. 

Children you have sinftil hearts : 

Jesus Christ can make you whole, 
He can cleanse your inward parts, 
Sanctify and save your soul. 
Jesus a new heart can give; 
Look to Jesus, look and live. 

Children you must shortly die, 

Jesus died your souls to save ; 
If you to the Saviour fly 
You shall live heyond the grave. 
Life eternal he will give, 
Look to Jesus, look and live. 

GOD'S CARE OF US.— c. m. 

Come let us join, our God to praise. 
Whose mercy knows no end ; 

To him our cheerful voices raise, 
Our Father and our Friend. 

In tender infancy. His care 

Preserved our lives from harm ; 
And still as jears roll on, we axe 
I*jroteoted hj Ma arm. 
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He gives ns friends, who seek onr good, 

And wish to make ns wise ; 
His bonnteons hand provides onr food, 

And all our wants supplies. 

He gently leads onr thoughts on high, 

By kind instruction given ; 
He hears the prayers of infancy. 

And points the way to heaven. 

AN INVITATION.— P. m. 

Come ye sinners, poor and wretched, 

This is your accepted hour ; 
Jesus ready stands to save you. 

Full of pity, love, and power ; 
He is able, 

He is willing : doubt no more t 

O, ye needy, come and welcome t 

God's free bounty glorify : 
True belief and true repentance. 

Every grace that brings us nigh— 
Without money. 

Come to Jesus Christ and buy. 

Let not conscience make you linger, 

Nor of fitness fondly dream ; 
All the fitness He requireth 

Is to feel your need o^ ^Yn3k.\ 
This He gi.'se^ iwsl\ 

'Tis the SpiiitJa xiam^^i^Kai. 



Not ttw rightaonv- 
SumM JWni 0M9e fa> mQ. 
AgcHiixIng 1& the guden, 
liO I tta« Sarioar proitnte IIm t 

On tbe bload; tree behold Htm, 

Hear Him cry before He dies, 
"Itisflnishedl" 

SionerB will not tkii sufBce t 
Lo, tbe incarnate God n<icended, 

I'lesda the merit of His blood ; 
Venture on Him, venture whoUy, 

Let no other trust intrude : 
None but Jeeus 

Can do helpless einners good. 
Saints and sngels joined in concert. 

Sing the praises of the Lamb ; 
While the blissful seats of gloiy, 

Sweetly echo with His name ! 
Hallelujah 1 

Heaven and earth His praise proelaim I 

TRUST IN GOB AND DO THE RIGHT.— fl 7'l 

Courage, brother, do not stnmble. 
Though thy path is dirk as niglit ; 
T/iPre's A star to gTiide the humble— 
" Trust Jn Qod and do the right." 
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Let the road be long and dreary, 
And its ending out of sight, 
Foot it bravely — strong or weary, 
" Trust in God and do the right." 

Perish policy and cunning, 
Perish all that fears the light: 
Whether losing, whether winning, 
" Trust in God and do the righU" 

Trust no party, church, or faction, 
Trust no leaders in the fight ; 'j 

But in every word or action, [; 

" Trust in God and do the right" 






Some will hate thee, some will love thee, f. 

Some will flatter, some will slight ; rf 

Cease from man, and look above thee, :j 

" Trust in God and do the right." il 



GENTLE KEPROOF.— c. m. 

Deal gently with the erring one. 

You mny not know the power, 
With which the first temptation came 

In some unguarded hour. 
You may not know how enrnestly 

He struggled — or Vvo\« >«^Yl\ 
Until the hour o^ >Ne«iVTve'a& ^i-ws^^ 

And sadly tiiua tiei feJVi. 



I 



^itbout *y ^ga^y ^°i-4« best; 

~ , , •• 8»iA » ^, art long; 
..-Dear W«V\e bird singj, ;'»^- 
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'* Yes, Edward, yes/' replied the maid, 

•* I see the bird on yonder tree ;*' 
The poor boy sighed and gently said, 

•* Sister, I wish that I could see. ' 

•* The flowers you say are very fair, *j 

And bright green leaves upon the trees, .i 

And pretty birds are singing there— i 

How beautiful for one to see I ' 



** Yet, I the fragrant flowers can smell, 
And I can feel the green leafs shade. 

And I can hear the notes that swell 
From those dear birds that God has made. 

" So, sister, God to me is kind. 

Though sight to me he has not given ; 

But tell me, are there any blind 
Among the children up in heaven ? " 

Ere long, disease its hand had laid 
On that dear boy, so meek and mild ; 

His widow'd mother wept, and prayed 
That God would spare her sightless child. 

He felt her warm tears on his face. 
And said — •* Oh, never weep for me ; 

I'm going to a bright, bright place, 
Y^here God, my Saviour, I shall see. 

" And you'll be there, kind Mary, too ; 

But, mother, when you V5!at^a::^^iv'«ft.^ 
TeU me, dear mol\iex,\Xi«kX.*\as^«^'», 

You Juiow I never ««w -jwjl'^^s^ 
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He spoke no more, but sweetly smiled, 
Until the final blow was given, 

When God took up that poor blind child, 
And opened first his eyes in heaven. 

AMERICAN. 



DEATH OF A SCHOLAR— o. m. 

Death has been here and borne away 

A scholar from our side ; 
Just in the morning of her day, 

As young as we — she died. 

Perhaps our time may be as short ; 

Our days may fly as fast : 
Lord, impress the solemn thought. 

That this may be our last 

We cannot tell who next may fall 
Beneath Thy chastening rod ; 

One must be first, but let us all 
Prepare to meet our God. 

All needful strength is Thine to give ; 

To Thee, our souls apply 
For grace to teach us how to live, 

And make us fit to die. 

TATLOB. 
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" MY TIMES ARE IN THY HAND." 

Father, I know that all my life 

Is portioned out for me, 
And the chnnges that are sure to come 

I do not fear to see; 
But I ask Thee for a present mind 

Intent on pleasing Thee. 

I ask Thee for a thoughtful love 
Through constant watching wise, 

To meet the glad with joyful smiles, 
And to wipe the weeping eyes ; 

And a heart at leisure from itself 
To soothe and sympathize. 

I would not have the restless will 

That hurries to and fro, 
Seeking for some great thing to do, 

Or secret thing to know ; 
I would he treated as a child, 

And guided where I go. 

"Wherever in the world I am, 

In whatsoe'er estate, 
I have a fellowship with hearts, 

To keep and cultivate ; 
And a work of lowly love to do 

For the Lord on whom I wait. 

So I ask Thee for the daily strength. 

To none that ask denied. 
And a mind to blend mvVv Ci>\'o«^x^^i>&s^'» 

While keeping at'Wvs svV^\ 
Content to fill a \\U\e «^«wc^ 
If Thou be gloxi&©^. 
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And if some thingB I do not ask. 

In my cup o( bli^Bsing be, 
I woulil have my spirit filled tbe moro 

With gmWtul love to Ihee — 
MoTBCarefal — Dot U>aerve Thee much, 

But u> pteasB Thee perfectly. 
There nro brinrs besetting evorj path, 

Which call for patient care ; 
There ia a cross in eveiy lot. 

And an earnest need for prayer; 
Bat a lowly heart that leans on Thee, 

Is happy anywhere. 
In a aerviee vhicb Thy will appointi 

There are no bonds for me ; 
For my aecret heart is taoght the truth 

That makes Th; children tne ; 
And a life of aelf-reDOoiiBing lore 

Is a life of liberty] 

NEABEB HOME. 
For ever with the Lord-; 
Amen I so let it be, 
Life from the dead is in that word, 
'Tis immortality. 
Here in the body pent, 
Absent from Thee I roam, 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day's march nearer home. 

Nearer home, nesrei Vium, 
A ds/'a maroli nekreibonie. 
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My Father's house on high, — 
Home of my sou], how near 
At times to faith's far seeing eye 
Thy golden gates appear. 
Here, &c. &o. 

And now my spirit faints 
To yiew the land I love. 
The bright inheritance of saints, 
Jerusalem above. 

Here, &c. &o. 

For ever with the Lord, 
Father, if 'tis Thy will, 
The promise of Thy faithM word 
E'en now in me fulfil. 
Here, &c. &c. 

FBIENDS PARTED BY DEATH.— p. k. 

Friend after friend departs I 
Who hath not lost a friend f 

There is no nnion here of hearts, 
That finds not here an endt 

Were this firail world our final rest 

Living or dying none were blest. 

Beyond the flight of time,— 
Beyond the reign of death,— 

There snrely is some blessed clime 
Where life is not a breath ; 

Nor life's affections transient fire 

Whose sparks fly upwards and expire. 
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There is a world aboTO 
Where parting is xmknown ; 

A long eternity of love, 
Formed for the good alone : 

And Mth beholds the dying here 

Translated to that glorious sphere ! 

Thns star by star declines. 

Till all are passed away ; 
As morning high and higher shines 

To pure and perfect day ; 
Nor sink those stars in empty night, 
But hide themselves in heaven's own light 

PRAISE FROM ALL MANKIND.— l. m. 

From all that dwell below the skies 
Let the Creator's praise arise ; 
Let the Redeemer's name be sung 
Through every land by every tongue. 

Eternal are Thy mercies, Lord! 
Eternal truth attends Thy Word ; 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore, 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

MISSIONARY HYMN. 

From Greenland's icy mountains, 

From India's coral strand, 
Wiere AMo's sunny fountaitva 
JBoU down their golden sand ; 
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From many &n ancient river; 

From many a palmy plain ; 
They call ns to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

What though the spicy hreezes 

Blow soft on Ceylon's isle ; 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile I 
In vain with lavish kindness 

The gifts of God are strewn, 
The heathen in his blindness 

Bows down to wood and stone. 

Shall we whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high, 
Shall we to man benighted 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation ! oh, salvation I 

The joyful sound proclaim. 
Till each remotest nation 

Has learned Messiah's name. 

Waft, waft, ye winds His story. 

And you ye waters roll. 
Till like a sea of glory 

It spreads from pole to pole I 
Till o'er our ransom 'd nature 

The Lamb for sinners slain. 
Redeemer, King, Cre«i.toT, 

Id bliss returns to T^sii\ 



GIVE ME A DRAUGHT. 
Give me n dmnBht from the crj-Bfal spring, 

When Ihn baming sun is high ; 
When the rocke and the woods their sbftdoTa fling 

Where the pearls and the pebbles lie. 
Give IBB a draaght from the cryetal spring, 

When the cooling breezes blow ; 
When the leaves of the trees are witheriog 

From the frost and the fleec; Enow. 

Gire in« s draught troxa the eiTelal spring. 

When the wintry winds are gone ; 
When the flowers are in bloom, and the echoes ring 

Front the woods o'er the Terdant lawn. 
Gits me n dranght from the oryBtaJ spring, 

When the ripening fraita appear ; 
Whan the reapers the song of the harvest siiig. 

And plenty has crowned Oie year. 

Give me a draught from the ciTStoI spring. 

And the same from day to day i 
Bnt if aaght from the worm of the still yon bring, 

I will ponr every drop away. 

ETMN ON EETIRING TO BEST^-l. m. 

•■Iwillb(itlila7medowii,..aiidslMp."— FsalmlT. 1. 

Glory to Thee, my God, this night, 

For el] the blessings of tbe light 

Keep me, oh, keepme, SioBot^iit^V 

BeaomOi Thy own Akoightj inas»> 
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Forgive me. Lord, for Thy dear Son, 
The ill that I this day have done ; 
That with the world, myself, and Thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

Teach me tp live that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed: 
Teach me to die that so I may 
Bise glorious at the judgment-day. 

Oh, may my soul on Thee repose. 
And with sweet sleep mine eyelids close ; 
Sleep that may me more vigorous make. 
To serve my God when I awake. 

When in the night I sleepless lie. 
My soul with heavenly thoughts supply : 
Let no ill dreams disturb my rest. 
Nor powers of darkness me molest. 

Oh when shall I in endless day. 
For ever chase dark sleep away. 
And hymns, with the supernal choir, 
Incessant sing and never tire 1 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise Him, all creatures heT^V>^<ar« *. 
Praise Him above, ye "fcLea-^etsX^ \^i»\.-- 
Praiae Father, Son, anei ^oV? Q^vo%5u 
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ZION, CITY OF OUR CK)D.— P. n. 
Psalm Izxzvil. 8. 

Glorious things of thee are spoken, 

Zion, city of our God ; 
He whose word cannot be broken, 

Formed thee for his own nboUe ! 
On the rock of nges founded, 

What can shake thy sure repose ? 
With salvation's wails surrounded, 

Thou mayest smile at all thy foes. 

See I the streams of living water, 

Springing from eternal love, 
Well supply thy sons and daughters, 

And all fear of want remove : 
Who can faint while such a river 

Ever flows their thirst to assuage ? 
Grace, which like the Lord, the giver, 

Never fails from age to age. 

TALENTS.— p. M. 
All have their Duties. 

God entrusts to all 
Talents few or many ; 

None so young and small 
That they have not any. 

Though the groat and wise 
Have a greater miniber, 
Yet my one I prize. 
And it mvL6Xs iiut slumber. 
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God will surely ask, 

Ere I enter heaven. 
Have I done the task 

Which to me was given. 

Little drops of rain 

Bring the springing flowers ; 
And I may attain 

Much by Uttle powers. 

Every little mite. 
Every little measure, 

Helps to spread the light, 
Helps to swell the treasure* 

God entrusts to all, 
Talents few or many ; 

None so young and smidl 
That they have not aliy. 
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ON PRAYER— p. K. 

Go when the morning shineth ; 

Go when the noon is bright; 
Go when the eve declineth ; 

Go in the hush of night : 
Go with pure mind and feeling, 

Fling earthly tliow%\i\si^ wvJh 
And in thy chainbec^VnA^tco^^ 

Do thou in eecxe^i ^x«j* 
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Eemsmber all wlio lovp thee, 

All vita nro loved faj thse, 
Fra7, too, fortboee that hnte thee, 

If any snoh there be ; 
Then for thyself, in meekness, 

A blessing Immbl; claim. 
And link with eiuih petition 

The great Sodeeinar'B name. 

Or if 'Us e'er denied thee 

In Bolitnda to pray. 
Should holy thoughts oome o'er thea 

When friends ere ronnd thy way; 
E'en then the sOent breathing 

Of a spirit raised above. 
Will reach His throne of glory. 

Who is mercy, tmth, and lore. 
Oh I not a joy or blessing 

With this can ire compare. 
The power that He has given as 

To poor onr souls in prayer. 
Whene'er thou pin'st in sadness. 

Before His footstool fell. 
And remember in tby gladness. 

His grace who gave thee alL 

GRACE BEFORE A MEAL. 
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LINES 

Written by a Lady in vindication of her seal in the 
Temperance canse. 

Go, feel what I have felt, 

Go, bear what I have borne- 
Sink 'neath the blow a father dealt. 

And the cold world's proud scorn ; 
Thus struggle on from year to year^ 
Thy sole relief-— the scalding tear. 

Go, weep as I have wept, 

O'er a loved father's fall ; 
See every cherished promise swept— 

Youth's sweetness turned to gall ; 
Hopes faded flowers, strewed all the way, 
That led me up to woman's day. 

Go, kneel as I have knelt. 

Implore, beseech, and pray ; 

Strive the besotted heart to melt. 

Its downward course to stay ; 

Be cast with bitter curse aside. 

Thy prayers burlesqued, thy tears defied ! 

QOf stand where I have stood, 

And see the strong man bow. 

With gnashing teeth, lips bathed in. Wft«A^ 
And cold aiid\iv\!Qt"\iT^^% 

Go, catch his wandeimg ^«a^^. «^^ "^^^ 
There mirror'd, bis aoxxV ^ xoaaers . 
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God is in heayen ! GanHesee 

When I am doing wcong t 
Yes, that He can ; He looks at tbee 

AH day and all night long. 

God is in heayen 1 Would He knoWf 

Iflshoaldtellalie? 
Yes ; though thou said'st it yery loir, 

He'd hear it in the sky. 

God is in heayen t Does He eare, 

Or is He good to me f 
Yes ; all thou hast to eat or wear, 

'Tis God that gives it thee. 

God is in heaven I May I pray 

To go there when I die ? 
Yes ; love Him, seek Him, and one day 

He'll call thee to the sky. 



GOD EVEEYWHEBEw— L, x. 

God made the world — in every land 

His love and power abound : 
All are protected by His hand, 

As well as British ground. 

The Indian hut, the English <!ot. 

Alike His care mxist owa.-. 
Though savage naX\oii^VTicr«'^a2flB'^^*^ 

But worship woo^ KDdL%\*stia« 
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Hb BBes and govercs distant lands, 

And constant bounty poura, 
From wild Arabia's bnrning sands, 

To Lapland's frozen shores. 
In forest sbadaa and silent plains, 

Whare feet ha™ never trod, 
There in majestio power He reigoB, 

The ever present God. 
All the inbabitants of earth, 

TTlio dvell beneath the aun, 
' Of different DBtionB, name, and birth. 

He knows them STery one. 
Alike the rich and poor are known. 

The cultured and the wild ; 
The loftj monarch on the throne. 

And evei; little child. 
While He regards the wise and tiiir. 

The noble and the brave. 
He listens to the beggar's prayer. 

And the poor Negro slave. 
Ho knows the worthy from the vile. 

And sends His mercies down ; 
Noae are too mean to share His smile. 

Or to yroToke His frown. 
Qreat God! and since Thy pierciog ey 

My inmost heart can see, 
Teseb me from every sin to fly, 
■dna tarn that ieart to Thee, 
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GOD IS LOVE.— 8. 7. 

God is love : His mercy brightens 
All the path in which we rove ; 

BUss He wakes, and woe He lightens : 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

Time and change are busy ever, 

Man decays and ages move ; 
But His mercy waneth never : 

God is wisdom, God is love. 

E'en the hour that darkest seemeth 
Will His changeless goodness prove ; 

From the mist His brightness streameth : 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

He with earthly cares entwineth 
Hope and comfort from above; 

Everywhere His glory shineth : 
God is wisdom, God is love. 

[GHT SHINING OUT OF DABKNESa 

God moves in a mysterious way 

His wonders to perform : 
He plants His footsteps on the sea, 

And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines. 

Of never failitig skV!A., 
He treasures up Bis'Wv^V ^ewjpA'* 

And works Kia so^cte^®^^^^^* 



Ye feuM aunta, tresh conrage take ; 

The doudB ye so mueh dread 
Are big vitii meTo;, and shall break 

In bleasings on your bend 

Judge not tbe Lord b; feeble seasei 
But tniat Him foe His graoe ; 

Behind a froiming ProyidenDS 
He hides a smiling faae. 

His purposes vill ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour; 
The bad may have a bitter taste, 

But sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief ia sure to err, 
And goan His work io vain ; 

God is His own interpreter. 
And He will make it plain. 



SABBATH SCHOOL ANTHBU! 

Ood bless OUT Sunday aohool. 
Increase our Sanda; school, 

Ood bless our EChool. 
Send down Thy graoe divine, 
May every child be Thine, 
Ajiil love all Jiearts entwine, 

Cod bless onr a6hool> 
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All our dear teachers bless, 
Oh, grant them large success, 

In winning souls. 
May they encouraged he. 
And oft around them see 
Their labours crowned by Thee, 

God bless our school. 

So may our school increase 
In knowledge, love, and peace, 

God bless our schooL 
And when death's arrows fly, 
And useful teachers die. 
Their places still supply, 

God bless our school. 

PEACE ANTHEM. 

God bless our native land, 
May heaven's protecting hand 

Still guard our shore. — 
May Peace her power extend, 
Foe be transformed to friend, 
And Britain's power depend 

On War no more. 

Through every changing scene, 
O Lord, preserve our Queen, 

Long may she reign — 
Her heart inspire and move 
"With wisdom froro. afeoN^*, 
And in a nation's \oNe^ 

Her throD.e mamXaivn- 
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MayJQStaud rigbteou3 lawi 
Uphold the pahlie oauaa, 

And bless our isle — 
Hom^ of the brave and free. 
The landof liborljl 
We praj that still oa thea 

Kind heaven may Bmils. 

And not this land alone, 



Lord make the nations see 
That mt>n should brothara be. 
And form one family, 
The Tide world o'er. 

" OUE FATHER WHO AST IK HEAVEN."— i. 
Great God, and wilt Then condescend 
To be my Father and my Friend ? 



Art Thou my father ? — Canst Tboa bear 
To hear my poor imperfect prayer? 
Or wilt Thou listen to the praise 
That svch a little one can raise. 

Art Thou my Father ?— Let me bo 
A meek obedient child to Thee ; 
^nd iTf ia word, end deed, and thought, 
To serve and please Thee as 1 oogbt. 
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Art Thou my Father ?— 1*11 depend 
Upon the care of such a friend ; 
And only wish to do and be, 
Whatever seemeth good to Thee. 

Art Thou my Father ? — Then, at last, 
When all my days on earth are past, 
Send down, and take me in Thy love, 
To be Thy better child above. 

TAYLOR. 

EAELY RELIGION.—c. k. 

Happy the child, whose early years 

Receive instruction well ; 
Who hates the sinner's path, and fears 

The road that leads to hell. 

When we devote our youth to God, 

*Tis pleasing in his eyes : 
A flower, when offered in the bud, 

Is no vain sacrifice. 

'Tis easier work, if we begin 

To fear the Lord betimes ; 
While sinners, that grow old in sin. 

Are hardened in their crimes. 

'Twill save us from a thousand snares, 

To mind religion young ; 
Grace will preserve out ioW.ormxi^'^^'^s.'a^^ 
And make our \ictvie b>\xq>i:x%« 
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To Thee, Almighty God, to Thee, 

Oar childhood we resign : 
'Twill please ns to look back, and see 

That our whole lives were thine. 

Let the sweet work of prayer and praise 
Employ my youngest breath ; 

Thus, I'm prepared for longer days, 
Or fit for early death. 

WATTS. 

CHRISTMAS HYMN.—7.'s. 

Hark I the herald angels sing. 
Glory to the new-bom King I 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled. 

Joyful all ye nations rise, 
Join the triumphs of the skies ; 
With the angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is bom in Bethlehem. 

Hail, the Heaven-sent Prince of Peace I 
Hail, the Sun of righteousness 1 
Light and life to all he brings, 
Bisen with healing on his wings. 

Gracious bond of earth and sky 1 
Born that man no more may die ; 
Bom to raise the sons of earth, 
Bom to give them second birth I 
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LOOK FOB THE FLOWEES. 

Here, we earth-wanderers 

Timid and brave, 
Hasten with onward step 

Nearer the grave ; 
And in our pilgrimage 

Should we not see 
All that is beautiful, 

Lovesome and free ? 
Should we, with mourning heart, 

Sit all forlorn? 
Should we with sullen hand 

Gather the thorn ? 
Should we in rambling 

Over the meads. 
Look but for pestilent 

Poisonous weeds ? 
Should we not joyously, 

Hand locked in hand, 
A hopeful — a jubilant, 

Brotherly band. 
Look for the flowers ? 

In the far nooks of life — 

In the deep shade — 

Where amidst evil things 

Good well might fade ; 

God sends the sunny beam, 

God. ^en^^ ^^ ^ass^^t^'k 

Nursing T^urawoiXis'^ 



Sin «iay ^^^'^iZ'i^ P«t." 

<^*'^^fdon?bXount; 
^,aan.on^;t-ny;ays^^ 

I^etbeha^ffter-dX*^- 
*^ Of a lone oira , 

,„ tbe g^-^^S: bright spot. 
Look for the flowers'. 
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Toach the live hearts of them 
With thy love. wand-— 

Seek not the weeds in them, 
And to thy sight 

They will be angel-like, 

Holy and bright ; 

Look for the flowers I 

Look for the flowery way, 

Life has its cloads ; 
Treasured ones suddenly 

Wrapp'd in their shrouds ;— 
Hopes often dash*d aside — 

Hearts rudely torn, 
And o*er wreck'd promises 

Oft do we mourn ; — 
Hints, too, are given us. 

That our swift day. 
Rapidly — rapidly, 

Fleeteth away. 
Up, then ! and cheerfully, 

Trust me, there lies, 
Much that is beautiful, 

'Neath the broad skies I 
Go on life's pilgrimage, 

Hand locked in hand, 
A hopeful — a jubilant, 

Brotherly band. 
Looking for flowers I 
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HEAVENLY JOYS.— t.M. 
Here ne eoS^t grief and pain, 
Hare we meet to part again, 
In heaveo we part no more : 
Oh, that will bejojful. 
Joyful, joyful, joyful 1 
Oh, that will lie joyful, 
When we laeet to part no more 1 

All who love lie Lord below, 
When they die, to heaven will go, 
And Eing with snititB above ; 

Oh, that wiU be joyful, 

Joyful, joyful, JojEol 1 

Oh, tbat -will be joyful. 

When we meet to part no morel 

little children will be there. 
Who have sought the Lord by prayer, 
From every Sunday school ; 

Ob, that will bs joyM, 

JoyM, joyful, joyful 1 

Oh, thatmllbejoyfttl. 

When we meet to part no more I 

Teachers, too, will meet above, 
And onr pastom, whom we love, 
WOl meet to part no more ; 
Oh, that will be joyful, 
Joyful, joyful, joyful 1 
Ob, tbat will be jojtvA, 
Wbea we meet to pwAno BiOTfcX 
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Oh, how happy we shall be, 

For our Saviour we shall see 

Exalted on His throne; 

Oh, that will be joyful, 

Joyful, joyful, joyful ! 

Oh, that will be joyful. 

When we meet to part no more ! 

There we shall sing with joy. 
And eternity employ 
In praising God, the Lord ; 

Oh, that will be joyful. 

Joyful, joyful, joyful ! 

Oh, that will be joyful. 

When we meet to part no more! 

SCHOOL ANNIVEESAET.— 8. 7. 

Holy Father, grant thy blessing. 

On thy children gathered here ; 
May their faith and love increasing 

Be renewed from year to year. 

Parents, teachers, friends uniting, 
Humbly would we seek thy face, 

Jesus' sacred voice inviting 
To thy free, redeeming grace. 

Him our Shepherd, gently leading, 

May we follow young and old ; 
On His pasture' ever feeding, 

May we form one happy fold. 
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Ms; His gospel of Halration 

Welcome spreEul from shore to shore I 
Till the blest of evtsry nation 

Meet in heftreu to psjt nu more. 

AGAINST IDLENESS AND MISCHIEF.— o. 
How doth the little busy bee 

Improve ench shiDing lioiir, 
And gather honey all the da; 

From eyetj opening flower ! 
Hov skilfully she builds her oeU I 

How nest she spreiids the wax I 
And lahoors hard to store it well 

With the Bveet fnod sha makes. 
Id works of laliour, or of gkill, 

I wottid be busy too ; 
For Sattiu finda aome misohief atill 

For idle haods to do. 

In booka, or works, or healthful play 
Let my first yesra be past ; 

That I may give for every day 
Some good acconnt at last. 

TIME AND ETERNITY.— c. m. 
How long sometimes a day appears I 

And weeks — how long are they I 
Moniha xnovB Along, as if the years 
ffoald never pass away. 
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But months and years are passing hj, 

And soon must all be gone ; 
For day by day, as minutes fly, 

Eternity comes on. 

Days, months, and years must haye an end; 

Eternity has none 1 
'Twill always have as long to spend, 

As when it first begun ! 

Great God, we children cannot tell 

How such a thing can be ; 
But only pray that we may dwell 

That long, long time with Thee. 

TIYLOB. 

HEAVEN OR THE BETTER LAND.— p. m. 

I hear thee speak of a better land. 
Thou call'st its children a happy band ; 
Mother, oh I where is that radiant shore f 
Shall we not seek it and weep no more f 
Is it where the flower of the orange blows, 
And the fire-flies dance thro' the myrtle boughs f 
Not there ; not there — my child. 

Is it where the featheiy palm trees rise. 
And the date grows ripe under sunny skies f 
Or 'midst the green islands of glittering seas. 
Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze. 
Or strange bright birds on their stany wings. 
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things f 
Not there ; not there — ^my child. 
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Is it far nvny in some region old. 
Where the rivers w&nder o'er mada of gold? 
Where tha burning rnys of tbo raby abine. 
And the diamond lights up the secret mine. 
AndthepoarlglennisforthfromthecoraLi . 
Is it there, Eveet mother, that better Undf 
Not there ; nut tb^e — jnj cliild. 

Gye bntb not seen it, mj' gentle bo;. 
Ear hath not heard its deep sofigs of jo; i 
Dreams cannot picture a world so Mr, 
Sorrow and deatli may not enter there; 
Timo doth not breathe od its fadeless bloom : 
For bejDQd the clouds, and beyond the tomb, 
"TiB there; 'IIb there — my child. 



WHAT I IXra FOB. 

I liye for those who love me. 
For thoao I know are true, 
For the heaven that smiles above me. 
And awaits my spirit loo. 
For all haman tiea that bind me. 
For the task by God assigned rae, 
For ihe bright hopes left behind me, 
And the good that I can do, 

I live to learn thoir elory 
Wbo'vo EuiTered for my sake. 
To emalato their glory, 
jind follow in theix wake ; 



J'"*' nature's ? '"''°'' 

i° profit bv »«■*«« and »,,•„ 

■'^ ^ii^e for f 1, 
I""' those whorioio.e«,e 

^"^ *^e good tW tT^^^ 
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I long to be ^th Jesus, 

Amid the heavenly throng; 
To sing with saints His praises, 

To learn the angels' song. 

BONAB. 

WATER 

I spring from the rock, from the mountain's side, 

Sparkling, pure, and bright ; 
And I gather strength, as I rapidly glide. 

From my birth-place, into light. 

Bichness I bear to land and tree, 

Beauty, to hill and dale ; 
Beast and bird delight in me. 

Drink, and are strong and hale. 

Fresh are the flowers that deck my banks. 

The sod is greenest there ; 
And the warbling winged ones sing their thanks, 

As they drink of me everywhere. 

The traveller, on burning sands. 

The wanderer on the sea ; 
Gasping for water, clasp their hands. 

And wildly pray for me. 

I'm the only drink that was given 

To man, when pure and free ; 
Betum then to the streams of heaven, 

You're safe when you drink of me. 



TliereM^'' Heaven is «■» 
And lJ>«^^ ^ -Hei"^* ^ 
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And I shall snrely stand, 
There at my Lord's right hand, 
Heaven is my fatherland, 

Heaven is my home. 

T. B. TAYLOB. 

OMNISCIENCE OF GOD— L. m. 

I'm not too young for God to see : 

He knows my name and nature too. 

And all day long he looks at me, 

And sees my actions through and through. 

He listens to the words I say, 
And knows the thoughts I have within; 
And whether I'm at work or play, 
He's sure to see it if I sin. 

Oh 1 how could children tell a lie. 
Or cheat in play, or steal, or fight, 
If they remembered God was by, 
And had them always in his sight I 

Then when I want to do amiss, 
However pleasant it may be, 
I'll always try to think of this,— 
I'm not too young for God to see I 

WE ARE SEVEN.— CM. 

I met a little cottage girl : 
She was eight yeai^ o\^. ^<b ^"».^\ 

Her hair -was thick mVJa. Taasi.-^ ^ ^s«:^ 
That clustered ro^3Ji^^«^'^^^*^ 
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She had s ruBlio woodland air. 

Anil glis was wildlf ctnd : 
Her ejes were fair, and very fait ; 

Her beauty made mo glad. 
" Sistera and brothers, little maid, 

How many Easy you be f" 
" How many ? Saveo id nil," she said. 

And wonJering !nnl;ed nt me. 
" And where are they ? I pray yon tell f 

She answered, " Seren are we t 
And two of us at Conway dwell. 

And two are gone to eea. 
" Two ot tta in the church-yard lie, 

My sister and my brother ; 
Aod, in tbe church-yard cottage, I 

Dwell near them with my mother." 
" Ton say that two at Conway dwell, 

And two are gone to sea. 



Then did the little maid reply, 
" Seven boys and girls are we ; 

Two of ns in the church-yard lie, 
Beneath the ohurcb-yard tree." 

"Yon mn about, my little maid, 

Yoai limbs Qxej are alive ; 

Jftwo are in tbe chnroh-yard Isud, 

TJiea ^e are oiiJy five." 
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'' Their graves are green, they may be seen/' 

The little maid replied, 
*' Twelve steps or more flrom mother's door, 

And they are side by side. 

** My stockings there I often knit» 

My kerchief there I hem ; 
And there upon the ground I sit, 

I sit and sing to them. 

" And often after sunset, sir, 

When it is light and fair, 
I take my little porringer, 

And eat my supper there. 

** The first that died was sister Jane ; 

In bed she moaning lay. 
Till God released her from her pain ; 

And then she went away. 

** So in the church-yard she was laid ; 

And, when the grass was dry. 
Together round the grave we played. 

My brother John and I. 

" And when the ground was white with snow, 

And I could run and slide, 
My broUier John was forced to go, 

And he lies by her side." 

" How many are you then," said I, 

" If they two are in heaven ?" 
Quick was the little maid's reply, 

** O Master I we are seven 1" 
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'<Bnt thej are dead ; those two are dead. 
Their spirits are in heaven 1" 

'Twas throwing words away ; for still 
The little maid would have her will, 

And said ** Nay we are seven 1" 

WOBDSWOBTH. 

ON THE APPKOACHING SPRING.— o. m. 

In winter, where can be the flowers. 
And leaves that look so green ? 

There's not a bud in all the bowers. 
Or daisy to be seen ! 

And who will bring them back again. 
When pleasant spring comes out? 

And plant them up and down the lane, 
And spread them all about ? 

And who will send the little lambs, 

With wool as soft as silk. 
And teach them all to know their dams. 

And where to find the milk ? 

And who will tell the pretty bird 

To build its nest on high, 
And, though it cannot speak a word. 

To teach its young to fly ? 

The Lord in heaven, — ^there He dwells, 
Who all these things can do I 

How good He is ! — the Bible tells 
Much more about Him too. 
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ON PKAYER.— s. m. ] 

I often say my prayers, 

But do I ever pray ? 
Or do the wishes of my heart 

Dictate the words I say ? 

*Tis useless to implore, , 

Unless I feel I need; 
Unless 'tis from the sense of want, 

That all my prayers proceed. 

I may as well kneel down ^ 

And worship gods of stone, 
As offer to the living God 

A prayer of words alone. i 

Lord, teach me what I want, — j 

And teach me how to pray, — < 

Nor let me e*er implore Thy grace j 
Not feeling what I say, 

•'S GOODNESS IN CREATION.— c. m. 

sing the almighty power of God, 
That made the mountains rise, 
hat spread the flowing seas ahroad, 
And built the lofty skies. 

sing the wisdom that ordained 
The sun to rule the day ; 
he moon shines fair at 'H.\& ^ot&SEi^s^^'k 
And all the staxa obe^. 
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I sing the goodness of tlie Lord 
That fllled the eorlb with food; 

He formed the creafures with His word, 
And then pi 



Lord, how Tby wonders ore dispUjed I 



There's not a plant or flower below, 
But makoE Thy glories known ; 

And clouds ariRO, and tempests blow, 
By order from Thy throne. 

Creatures of high or low degreo 

Are subject to Thy cure ; 
There's not a place where we eaa fise, 

But Ood is present there. 

Hie hand is my perpetual guard, 

He keeps me with His eye ; 
Let me, then, ne'er forget the Lord, 



THAKK3 FOR GOD'S MEHCIE3,— c 
I ihsnk the goodness and Uie grace 
JVhieh on my birth have smiled ; 
That ia this land I pass mj dajH, 
A Jiappy Eagliah oialA. 
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I was not born, as thousands are, 

Where God was never known ; 
And taught to pray a useless prayer 

To blocks of wood and stone. 

I was not bom a little slave, 

To labour in the sun ; 
Wishing I were but in the grave. 

And all my labour done. 

I was not bom without a home, 

Nor in some broken shed ; 
A gipsy baby, taught to roam, 

And steal my daily bread. 

My God, I thank thee, who hast planned 

A better lot for me ; 
And placed me in this happy land, 

Where I can hear of Thee. 

THE DYING BOY. 

t must be sweet in childhood to give back 

'he spirit to its Maker ; ere the heart 

las grown familiar with the path of sin ; 

.nd sown — to garner up its bitter fruits. 

knew a boy, whose infant feet had trod 

Fpon the blossoms of some seven springs, 

nd when the eighth came round and called him out 

'o revel in its light, he turned away 

nd sought his chamber, to lie do^tL vsA ^^. 

Twas night — ^he summonedTQiaeyGCixv^XjatCkft^^'^^'^^^*^*^^ 

ad on this wise bestO'wod'VualaaV.Xi^'^^'*'^''' 
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" Mother, I'm dying now I ' 

There's deep suffooatioD in my breast. 
As if some heavy hand my boGom pressed, 

And on my brow 

I feel the cold sweat stand; 
My lips grow dry aad tremnlons, and my hreali J 
Comes feebiy up ; Oh, tell me is this death ? | 

" Mother, yonr hand — 

Here, Idj it on my wrist, 
And place the other thus, beneath my heed ; 
And say, nv/eet mother, say, when I am dead 

^all I be missed ? 

" Never beside your tnee. 
Shall I kneel down Qgoin nt night to pray, 
Nor with the mamlng -wake, and sing the lay 

You taught to me I 

Oh, at the time of prayer. 
When yon look round and see a vacant seat, 
Tou will not wait then for my coming feet, 

You'll miss me there 1" 

" Father, I'm going home I 
To the good home you spoke of ; that blest land 
Where it is one bright summer alway, and 

Stornu do vot come. , 

I mnst be happy then ; ■ 

J^om pmn and death, you say I shall he fl;ee, 1 
-Za«/«(i!faieflsnerer enters liere; aniiiB 

SliaJ] meet again '." j 



^TMKS AND t>OETBT. B5 

*' Brother, the little spot 
I used to call my garden, where long hours 
We've stayed to watch the budding things and flowers, 

Forget it not I 

Plant there some box or pine, 
Something that lives in winter, and will be 
A verdant offering to my memory, 

And call it mine." 

" Sister, my young rose tree, 
That all the spring has been my pleasant oare, 
Just putting forth its leaves so green and fiEdr, 

I give to thee. 

And when its roses bloom, 
I shall be gone away, my short life done. 
Say, will you not bestow a single one 

Upon my tomb f* 

" Mother, sing me the song 
You sang last night. I'm weary, and must sleep 1 
Who was it called my name ? — ^nay, do not weep, 

Tou'U all come soon." 

7, H. BBIGHT* 

I WANT TO BE AN ANGEL.— p. k. 

I want to be an angel, and with the angels stand; 
A crown upon my forehead, a harp wi&in my hand ; 
There right before my Saviour, so glorious and so 

bright, 
rd make the sweetest music, and praise Him day 

and night. 

E 
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I never should be weary, nor ever shed a tear ; 
Nor ever know a sorrow, nor ever feel a fear ; 
But blessed, pure, and holy, I'd dwell in Jesus' sight. 
And with ten thousand thousands praise Him both 
day and night. 

I know I'm weak and sinful, but Jesus will forgive ; 
For many little children have gone to heaven to live. 
Dear Saviour, when I languish, and lay me down 

to die. 
Oh, send a shining angel to bear me to the sky. 

there I'll be an angel, and with the angels stand, 
A crown upon my forehead, a harp within my hand ; 
And there before my Saviour, so glorious and so 

bright, 
I'll join the heavenly music, and praise Him day and 

night. 

THE SWEET STOEY OF OLD.— p. m. 

*• Suffer the little children to come unto Me." 

1 think, when I read that sweet story of old. 
When Jesus was here among men, 

How He called little children, as lambs to His foKl, 
I should like to have been with Him then. 

I wish that His hands had been placed on my head, 
That His arm had been thrown around me, 

And that I might have seen His kind look when He 
said, 
" Let the little ones come unto Me." 
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If Jesus were here, and would smile on my song, 

When to love Him and please Him I tried. 
With sweetest hosannas I'd join in the throng, 

And would press myself close to His side. 
And if they should chide me, or send me away, 

I would cling to His sheltering knee, 
And I'd tell them the words He Himself onoe did say, 

" Let the little ones come unto Me." 

And still to His home in the skies I would go. 

And ask for a share in His love ; 
For if I but follow Him humbly below, 

I shall see Him and hear Him above : 
In that glorious place He is gone to prepare. 

For all who are cleansed and forgiven; 
And many dear children are gathering there, 

" For of such is the kingdom of heaven." 

But thousands and thousands who wander and fall, 

Never heard of that beautiful home ; 
I should like them to know there is room for them all, 

And that Jesus has bid them to come. 
I so long for the joy of that glorious time. 

The sweetest, and brightest, and best ; 
When the dear little children, of every clime. 

Shall crowd to His arms and be blest, hbs. lukb 

THE GOOD SHEPHERD.— e. T's 

Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me. 
Bless Thy little Iamb to night ; 

Through the darkness be Thou near me. 
Keep me safe till morning light. 



Tbroagh this dny Tlij linnd boa led mi. 
And I thiitik Thea for Thy care ; 

TlioD bast warm'd me, cloth'd and fed m«; 
Listen to my aveoiog prayer. 

Let my sins ba all forgisen, 
Bless the frienda I love bo well ; 

Take me, when I die, to heaven, 
Happy there mlh Thee to dwell. 

JERUSALEM MT HAPPY HOME.— o. m. 
"The holy city, Kew Jerusalem." £ev. nL i. 
Jemaalem, mj happy home t 

Name ever dear to ma I 
When shall my labors hnve an end. 
In joy, and peace, and thee. 

When shall these ayes thy heaven-built wall: 



There happier bowers than Eden's bloom. 



Why should I Bhrinli from pnin ami 
Oi- fcifl at death dismay ? 
-^>e C^aaan's goodly laaA ia ■vien, 
■^d realms of endless day. 
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Apostles, martyrs, prophets therOi 

Around my Saviour stand ; 
And soon my friends in Christ helow, 

Will join the glorious band. 

Jerusalem, my happy home ! 

My soul still pants for thee : 
Then shall my labors have an end, 

When I thy joys shall see. 

JUST AS I AM.— p. M. 

"Him that oometli to me, I will in no wise cast out.— 

Jolm, vi. 37. 

Jiat as I am — without one plea, 
But that thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bid'st me come to Thee, 

O Lamb of God, I come. 

Just as I am — and waiting not 
To rid myself of one dark blot. 
To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, 

O Lamb of God, I come. 

Just as I am — though toss'd about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt— 
" Fightings within, and fears without," 

O Lamb of God, I come. 

Just as I am — poor, wretched, blind^ 

Sight, riches, healing oi ^\ie^ mvoA.> 

Tea, all I need, iu The© to W.« ^.o^^^- 



I -I 
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Far better than his crown, 

And all his grand array, 
That wisdom which the Lord sent down, 

To guide him in his way. 

For wisdom from above. 
Will teach us heavenly things ; 

How we may learn to fear, and love. 
And serve the King of kings. 

If this is what we seek, 

We cannot ask amiss ; 
The youngest, poorest child may speak, 

And ask the Lord for this. 

THE HOUR OF DEATH.—p. k. 

Leaves have their time to fall. 

And flowers to wither at the North-wind's breath, 
And stars to set — but all — 

Thou hast aU seasons for thine own, Death I 

Day is for mortal care. 

Eve for glad meetings round the joyous hearth. 
Night for Sie dreams of sleep, the voice of prayer ; 

But all for thee thou mightiest of the earth I 

Youth and the opening rose 

May look like things too glorious for decay, 
And smile at thee I but thou art not of those 

Who wait the ripened bloom to seize their pr^. 



BYytsa AND TOBTRK. 



Leaves have their time to Ml, 
And lowers to nitber at tbe Korth-friod'H bread 



We know when moons sball wane, 

'When summer-birds from far sball cross the Btl 
When anlnma'a liue shiJl tinge the golde^ gnuQfl 

Bat nbo shall leach us whea to look ibr &ee tl 

Is it when spring's first gals 

Comes forth to whisper where the violets lief ' 
Is i t when iobcb in our pntlis grow pale ? 

They have one season, alt ore oura to die I 

Thou art where billows foam, 

Thou art whcro music melts upon the air; 
Thou art around us in onr penci^Ful home, 

And the world calls us forth, and thou art thera I' 

Thou art where friend meets friend, 

Beneath the shadow of the dm to rest; , 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and tempests rend * 

The sHes, and swords beat down the prinoelj orMd 

Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the North- wind's brea^ 
And stars to set — but all — ' 

I^oa host all fieaaons fgr IMno u-bd, QT)b»SSi,\ J 
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AGAINST QUARRELLING.— 0. m. 

Let dogs delight to bark and bite, 
For God hath made made them so ; 

Let bears and lions growl and fight. 
For 'tis their nature too. 

But children, you should never let 

Such angry passions rise ; 
Your little hands were never made 

To tear each other's eyes. 

Let love through all your actions ran, 

And all your words be mild : 
Live as the blessed Jesus did. 

That sweet and lovely child. 

His soul was gentle as a lamb. 

And, as His stature grew, 
He grew in favour both with man. 

And God His Father too. 

The Jjord of all, who reigns above, 
Doth from His heavenly throne, 

Behold what children dwell in love. 
And marks them for His own. 



WATTS. 



LITTLE THINGS. 

Little drops of water, 
Little grains oi s^u^^ 

Make the mighty o^iftwa.% 
And the beaal©o\ia'V»s^^ 
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And the little moments. 
Humble though they be, 

Make the mighty ages 
Of eternity. 

So our little errors 
Lead the soul away 

From the paths of virtue, 
Oft in sin to stray. 

little deeds of kindness, 
Little words of love. 

Make our earth an Eden, 
Like the heaven above. 

Little aeeds of mercy, 
Sown by youthful hands, 

Go to )]^ess the nations 
Far ih heathen lands. 

COME TO JESUS.— 8. 7. 4. 
Little, children, come to Jesus, 
He has kindly said you may. 
If you try to pray, and praise Him, 
He "Vill teach you what to say. 
Little children, 
Come to Jesus while you may. 

He will take your hand, and lead you 

In the way you ought to go ; 
He will make you good and happy, 
No one else can bless you so. 
Little children. 
Come to Jesus, come to-day. 
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AN EVENING HYMN. 

Lord, I have passed another day. 
And come to thank Thee for Thy care ; 

Forgive my faults in work and play, 
And listen to my evening prayer. 

Thy favor gives me daily bread, 
And friends who all my wants supply ; 

And safely now I rest my head, 
Preserved and guarded by thine eye. 

Look down in pity and forgive 
Whate'er I've said or done amiss ; 

And help me, every day I live. 
To serve Thee better tiian on this. 

Now, while I sleep, be pleased to take 
A helpless child beneath Thy care ; 

And condescend, for Jesus' sake. 
To listen to my evening prayer, 

CHILDRENS' PRAYER.— 8. 7. 

Lord, a little band and lowly, 

We are come to sing to Thee ; 
Thou art great, and high, and holy, 

Oh 1 how solemn we should be ! 

Fill our hearts with thoughts of Jesus, 
And of heaven where He is gone. 

And let nothing ever please us 
He would grieve to look upon. 



16 
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'Tis Thou preservest me from death 

And dangers every hour ; 
I cannot draw another breath 

Unless Thou giv'st me power. 

My health, and friends, and parents dear, 

To me by God are given ; 
I have not any blessing here 

But what is sent from heaven. 

Such goodness, Lord, and constant care, 

A child can ne'er repay : 
But may it be my daily prayer. 

To love Thee and obey. 

PRAYER FOR PROTECTION.— o. m. 

Lord, teach a sinful child to pray, 

And then accept my prayer : 
Thou canst hear all the words I say, 

For thou art everywhere. 

A little sparrow cannot fall 

Unnoticed, Lord, by Thee : 
And though I am so young and small, 

Thou dost take care of me. 

Teach me to do the thing that's right, 

And when I sin, iox^N^ % 
And make it sUXi la-y <i\i\fc^ ^^^gs^J^ 

To serve Thee ^\nieTL "^a.^^* 



i 
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Whatever trouble I am in. 

To Thee for help I'll call ; 
But keep me more than all from Bin, 

For that's the worst of all. 

No wicked thought must be allow'd, 
For Thou the heart dost see ; 

And let me not grow vain and proud 
Offending man and Thee. 

But may I seek untU I find, 
What none are good without, — 

That humble, meek, and lowly mind, 
Which Jesus preached about. 

A SABBATH PRAYER.— l. m. 

Millions within Thy courts have been ; 
Millions this day have bent the knee ; 
But Thou, soul-searching God, hast seen 
The hearts of all that worshipped Thee. 

Still, as the light of morning broke 
O'er island, continent, or deep, 
Thy far-spread family awoke, 
Sabbath all round the world to keep. 

From east to. west the sun surveyed. 
From north to south adoring throngs : 
And still, where evening stretched her shade. 
The stars came forth to hear their songs. 
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And not a prayer, a tear, a sigh. 
Hath failed tMs day some suit to gain ; 
To those in trouble Thou wert nigh ; 
Not one hath sought Thy face in vain. 

Thy poor were bountifully fed ; 
Thy chastened sons have kissed the rod ; 
Thy mourners have been comforted : 
The pure in heart have seen their God. 

Yet one prayer more : — and be it one 
In which both heavens and earth accord : 
Fulfil Thy promise to Thy son : — 
Let all that breathe call Jesus, Lord ! 

VESPEE.— 8. 7. 
Fraise to God. 

Mighty God I while angels bless Thee, 
May an infant lisp Thy name ? 

Lord of men, as well as angels. 
Thou art every creature's theme. 

Lord of every land and nation. 

Ancient of eternal days ! 
Sounded through the wide creation 

Be thy just and lawful praise I 

For Thy providence that governs 
Through Thy empire's \TidA da\aax».^ 

Wings an angel, gvxVde^ a. «^^Ttcrw \ 
JSiessed be Tby ^euXX!^ x^'cvX 
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But Thy rich, Thy free redemption, 
Bright through darkness all along, 

Thought is poor, and poor expression ; 
Who dare sing that awful song ? 

B0BIN80N. 

THE ORPHANS. 

My chaise the village inn did gain, 

Just as the sun's last ray 
Tipp'd, with refulgent gold, the vane 

Of the old church across the way. 

Across the way I silent sped, 

The time 'till supper to heguile 

In moralizing o'er the dead 

That mouldered round the ancient pile. 

There many a humble green grave showed 
Where want, and pain, and toil did rest, 

And many a flattering stone I view'd 

O'er those who once had wealth possessed. 

A beech tree had its shadow thrown 

Wide o'er a grave where sorrow slept. 

On which, though scarce with grass o'ergrown. 
Two ragged children sat and wept 

A piece of bread between them lay. 

Which neither seem'd inclined to take ; 

And yet they looked so much a prey 
To want, it made my heart to ache. 
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" My little ohildren, let me know 
Why yoa in saeh distress appear; 

And why you wasteful from you throw 

That bread which many a one would cheer f 

The little boy, in accents sweet, 

Beplied, while tears each other chased — 
" Lady, we've not enough to eat, 

Oh I if we had, we would not waste. 

" But sister Mary's naughty grown. 
And will not eat whate'er I say ; 

Though sure I am the bread's her own, 
For she has tasted none to-day." 

** Indeed/' the wan starved Mary said, 
«* Till Henry eats, I'll eat no more ; 

For yesterday I got some bread, 

He's had none since the day before." 

My heart did swell, my bosom heave, 
I felt as though deprived of speech ; 

I silent sat upon the grave, 

And pressed the clay-cold hand of each. 

With looks that told a tale of woe, 

With looks that spoke a grateftil heart. 

The shivering boy then nearer drew. 
And did his simple tale impart. 

" Before my father went away. 

Enticed by bad men o'er the sea, 

Sister and I did nought but play—- 
We lived beside yon great ash tree. 

F 
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** Bat then poor mother did bo ozy. 

And looked bo changed I cannot tell : 

She told OB that she soon would die^ 
And hade ns lore eaoh other well. 

** She said that when the war was o'er. 
Perhaps we might our fiftther see; 

But if we never saw him more, 

That God our fSftther still would he ! 

** She kissed us hoth, and then she died, 
And we no more a mother have ; 

Here many a day we've sat and cried 
Together on poor mother's grave. 

'* But when my father came not here, 
I thought, if we could find the sea. 

We should be sure to meet him there. 
And once again might happy be. 

** We hand in hand went many a mile. 
And asked our way of all we met ; 

And some did sigh and others smile. 
And we of some did victuals get 

'* But when we reached the sea, and found 
'Twas one great water round us spread, 

We thought our father must be drown'd 

And cried and wish'd we both were dead. 

** So we returned to mother's grave, 
And only long with her to be ; 
-^or Ooody, when this bread s\\e ga.NO, 
Said father died beyond l\ie aesu 



HYMKS AND POETBT. 88 

" Then since no parent we have here, 
We'll go and search for God around ; 

Lady ! pray can you tell us where 

That God, our Father, may be found ? 

'' He lives in heaven, mother said, 

And Goody says that mother's there ; 

So, if she knows we want His aid, 

I think, perhaps, she'll send Him here." 

I clasped the prattlers to my breast, 

And cried, <*Come both and live with me; 

111 clothe you, feed you, give you rest. 
And will a second mother be. 

'*And God shall be your Father still, 
'Twas He in mercy sent me here ; 

To teach you to obey his will. 

Tour steps to guide, your hearts to cheer." 

ANON. 

THANKS FOR MERCIES. 

My Father, I thank Thee for sleep, 

For quiet and peaceable rest; 
I thank Thee for stooping to keep 
An infant from being distressed : 
O ! how can a poor little creature repay 
Thy fatherly landness by night and by day f 

My voice would be lisping Thy praise. 
My heart would repay Thee with love :— 
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teaoh me to walk in Thy ways, 
^d fit me to see Thee aboye ; 

For Jesas said, "Let little children come nigh ;" 
And He will not despise sneh an infisuit as I. 

As long as Thou seest it right 

That here upon earth I ahonld stay, 

1 pray Thee to guard me by night 
And teach mo to serve Thee by day, 

That when all the days of my life shall have pass' 
I may worship Thee better in heaven at last. 

OH ! MAKE ME THINE.— p. m. 

My Father, I would be Thy child ; 
I know I'm sinful, wayward, wild, 
To Thee I would he reconciled ; 

Oh, make me Thine, 

With patience I the race would run, 
Not looking back when once begun, 
Seeking salvation through Thy Son ; 

Oh, make me Thine. 

The narrow way I fain would tread, 
And by Thy gentle hand be led, 
With heavenly manna daily fed ; 

Oh, make me Thine. 

Make me to love Thee more and more, 
Th^Holy Spirit on me pour, 
Orant me of grace a plenteous stote *, 

Oh, make me TYA 



HYMNS AND POBTBY. 85 

When death's cold hand is on me laid, 
My Ood, let me not be afraid. 
Be with me, for I've often prayed 

I might be Thine. 

MORNING HYMN.— c. m. 

My God, who mak*st the son to know 

His proper hour to rise. 
And, to give light to all below, 

Dost send him round the skies. 

When from the chambers of the east 

His morning race begins, 
He never tires, nor stops to rest. 

Bat round the world he shines. 

So, like the sun, would I fulfil 

The business of the day; 
Begin my work betimes, and still 

March on my heavenly way. 

Give me, Lord, thy early grace, 

Nor let my soul complain 
That the young morning of my days 

Has all been spent in vain. watts. 



" THY WILL BE DONE. 



$t 



My God, my Father, while I stray 
Far from my home in lif^a'^twy^^^^:^'* 
Oh I teach me irom m-s V^«e^» ^» ^k^-t ^^^ 
Thy will, my God, -IVj ^^^"^'^ ^""^^ 
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Tho' dark my path and sad my lot, 
Let me be still and murmur not — 
But breathe the prayer divinely taught— 
Thy will, my God, Thy will be done I 

What tho' in lonely grief I sigh 
For Mends beloved no longer nigh, 
Submissive still I would reply, 

Thy will, my God, Thy will be done I 

Tho' Thou shouldst call me to resign 
What most I prize, it ne'er was mine ; 
I only yield Thee what is Thine, 

Thy will, my G^d, Thy will be done I 

Should pining sickness waste away 
My life in premature decay ; 
My Father still I'd strive to say, 

Thy wiD, my God, Thy will be done ! 

Benew my strength fh>m day to day. 
Blend it with thme, and take away 
All that now makes it hard to say 

Thy will, my God, Thy will be done I 

And when on earth I breathe no more, 
The prayer oft mixed with tears before, 
I'll sing upon a happier shore. 

Thy will, my God, Thy will be done I 
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NEABEB TO OOD. 

Nearer, my God, to Thee— • 

Nearer to Thee t 
E'en though it be a cross 

That raiseth me ; 
Still all my song shall b^— 
While from my sins I flee— 
" Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee r* 

Though like a wanderer, 

The sun gone down, 
Darkness comes over me, 

My couch a stone ; 
Tet in my dreams I'd be 
With One I cannot see, 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 

Then let my way appear, 

Steps into heaven ; 
All that I meet with here 

In mercy given ; 
Angels to beckon me, 
To join the blest and free ; 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee. 
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And, Lord whatever grief or ill 

For me may be in store, 
Make me submissiye to Thy will, 

And I would ask no more. 

Attend me through my youthfUl way, 

Whatever be my lot ; 
And when I'm feeble, old, and grey, 

Lord I forsake me not. 

Then still, as seasons hasten by, 

1 will for heaven prepare ; 

That God may take me, when I die. 
To dwell for ever there. 



LIFE TRANSITORY, GOD ETERNAL.— o. M. 

O God, our help- in ages past, 
Our hope for years to come ; 

Our shelter from the stormy blast, 
And our eternal home 1 

Before the hills in order stood, 
Or earth received her frame. 

From everlasting thou art God, 
To endless years the same. 

A thousand ages in thy sight 
Are like an evening gone ; 

Short as the watch that endis the night 
Before the rising sun. 
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Onward 1 onward ! death is coming, 
There's no time to throw away ; 

Let us then improve the present—* 
Work while it is called to-day. 

Onward I fellow sinner, onward ! 

Leave your load of guilt behind ; 
Come, 0, do come now to Jesus, 

Cleave fiEist to the Crucified. 

Onward I fellow christians, onward, 
Let your faith be strong in God ; 

May we seek to bo more Hke Him, 
Live to labour and to love. 

Onward ! then, in love to Jesus ; 

Onward ! then, in love to man ; 
Onward ! too, in all good actions ;' 

Onward I do what good you can. 

REUBEN CHAMSLEB. 

FAITH. 

things of time, the things of time, how they 

l;eal the heart away 

the lowly walk, and the humble trust, and the 

pirit's steadfast stay ; 

rive and seek, and we long to keep the door of 

le inner part, 

le tempter waits, and he offers his baits, and 

etrays the yielding heart : 

what will keep, O ^\v^\. V^V'fc«^^>^*^"^^='^^- 
on's bitter hour. 



92 HYMNS AND POXTBT. 

When the willing soul would fiedn resisti but the fled 

hath not the power f 
Say what will keep from the downward path, and th< 

error the spirit hates — 
From the things we would not, and yet we do^fron 

the sorrow that sin creates f 

0, there is a fledth ('tis the gift of God), which eu 

fetter the stoutest will, 
Which even can break the tempter's might, and th< 

rising tumult still — 
It is not in pomp, it is not in words, it is not ii 

sounding deed. 
But it cometh in secret power to aid the soul in it 

greatest need. 

It is when apart from all human trust, we sink int 

contrite prayer, 
And ask of the Father of spirits His help— our stai 

of support is THERE. 

And it anchors the soul when its strength is small 

and it feels no might of its own, 
For it shows us indeed, that our safety and lighl 

must come from heaven alone. 

Then the things of time, the things of time, will no 

lead the heart away. 
From its steadfast love, and its humble hope, and it 

trust in God, its stay ; 
But its idol gifts, and its dearest joys, will be laid ii 
meekness down, 
-^nd the incense shall rise from tib.e a\\»x oi'S^^Sc 
before the heavenly throne. 
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GRACE AFTER A MEAL. 

Lord, for this our daily food, 
Accept our praise and gratitude ; 
And add, through our Redeemer's grace. 
Those hlessings which shall never cease. 

w. E. L. 

THAT YE, THROUGH HIS POVERTY, 
MIGHT BE RICH.— L. M. 

O'er the dark wave of Galilee 
The gloom of twilight gathers fast. 

And on the waters drearily 

Descends the fitful evening blast. 

The weary bird hath left the air, 
And sunk into his sheltered nest ; 

The wandering beast has sought his lair, 
And laid him down to welcome rest 

Still, near the lake, with weary tread, 
Lingers a form of human kind ; 

And on His lone unsheltered head 
Flows the chill night-damp of the wind. 

Why seeks He not a home of rest ? 

Why seeks He notai^iWQr^^^"V»<^^l 
Beasts have their deTia,>^ia>ATW^3^^«^ 

He hath not w\i©Te to \«5 iah»^^^"«^^- 
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Sueh was the lot He freely ohose* 
To UeBBy to flare the hitman nee; 

And thzongh Hie po?er(7 there flowB 
A lidi ndl fltream of hesvenlj gnoa 

THE PIIjOT. 

Oh«Filott His a feaxM nighty 

There's danger on the deep, 
111 oome and pace the deck with thee, 

I do not dare to sleep : 
Go down I the sailor cried, go down, 

This is no place for thee; 
Fear not, hut tmst in Providence, 

Wherever thou may'st be. 

Ah I Pilot, dangers often met 

We all are apt to slight, 
And thou hast koown &ese raging waves 

Bnt to snbdue their might: 
It is not apathy, he cried. 

That gives this strength to me ! 
Fear not I but trust in Providence, 

Wherever thou may'st be. 

On such a night the sea engulphed 

My father's lifeless form ; 
My only brother's boat went down 

In just so wild a storm : 
And such perhaps may be my fate, 
Bnt still I say to thee, 
JP'ear not ! but trust in Pro^i^etnift, 
Wherever thou may*Bt "be. 
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THE FIRST GRIEF. 

<* Oh 1 call my brother back to mc, 

I cannot play alone ; 
The sninmer comes with flower and beo, — 

Where is my brother gone ? 

'* The butterfly is glancing bright 

Across the sunbeam's track ; 
I care not now to chase its flight^ — 

Oh I call my brother back I 

** The flowers run wild— the flowers we sowed 

Around the garden tree ; 
Our vine is drooping with its load ; — 

Oh ! call him back to me !" 

" He would not hear my voice, fair child ! 

He may not come to thee ; 
The fSEkce that once like spring-time smiled, 

On earth no more thoult see. 

*• A rose's brief bright life of joy, 

Such unto him was given t — 
Go, thou must play alone my boy ! 

Thy brother is in heaven.'* 

" And has he left the birds and flowers ? 

And must I call in vain ? 
And, through the long, long summer hours, 

Will he not come again ? 

" And by the brook, and in the glade. 

Are all our wanderin^% Q,'ct*t 
Oh ! while my brollieT m^XiTo.^^^^^'^^'^ 

Would I had loved \iim Taoxe.*?' ^^^s,>ce 
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WALKma WITH GOD. 

Oh t Axr a elOMr walk with God, 
A ealm and ihearoiily Drame; 

A lii^t to shine upon the road 
ThwA leads me to the Lconb. 

Where is the blessedness X knew, 
When. first I saw the Lordf 

Where is the soul-refireshing view 
Of Jesus and His word ? 

What peaceM hours I onoe euoy'd I 
How sweet their memoiy stul I 

But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fiU. 

Return, holy Dove, return, 

Sweet messenger of rest ; 
I hate the sins that make Thee mourn, 

And drove Thee from my breast 

The dearest idol I have known, 

Whate'er that idol be, 
Help me to tear it from Thy throne, 

And worship only Thee. 

So shall my walk be close with God, 

Calm and serene my frame ; 
So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the LamX). 



HTMNS AND POBTBT. 97 

;P THE SUNSHINE IN YOUR FACES. 

Oh there is much to live for 

In this changing world of onrs, 
Much to watch and fondly tend 

Among its varied flowers ; — 
There are hearts to gently soften. 

And lead from error's track; 
With love's sunshine in our faces 

We may bring its wanderers back. 



Oh I many an erring brother 

Needs a kiudly look and smile, 
A ready hand to help him 

From the sin that would beguile. 
He has need of our kind wishes 

As oft aside he roams, — 
We must pray for him at all times, 

And keep sunshine in our Jiomes. 



Aud sunshine in our hearts too, 

To gild our thoughts of all 
Forgiveness and long-suflering 

For any who may fall. 
And love like Thine who could forgive 

When nailed upon the tree, 
Bid heaven's sunshine fill our «i^*^ 

And make us T!Ciote\C«LftT*£i&^\ 
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One by one thy duties wait thee, 
Let thy whole strength go to each ; 

Let no ftitnre dreams elate thee, 
Learn thou first what these can teaoh. 

One by one (bright gifts from heaven,) 

Joys are sent tiiee here below; 
Take them readily when given, 

Beady too, to let them go. 

Do not linger with regretting. 
Or for passing hours despond ; 

Nor the daily toil forgetting, 
Look too eagerly beyond. 

Do not look on life's long sorrow. 
See how small each moment's pain ; 

God will help thee for to-morrow. 
Every day begin again. 

Every hour that passes slowly. 

Has its task to do or bear ; 
Luminous the crown and holy. 

If thou set each gem with care. 

Hours are golden links, God's tokens. 
Beaching heaven — but one b^ Qtl&^ 

Take them lest ^iie Oa»asi\i^\sts5»s5Ci.— 
E'er the pilgtimftg,^'^ \Qpaft* 
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JESUS OUB FEIEND.— 6. T. 7. 

One there is aboTs all others, 
Well deservea thanama of Mend; 

Hia is love bejond a bcotber's, 
Costly, freo, and knows no end. 

Tbej who onca His kindnesE prove, 

Find it everliisliii? love. 

Which of all our friends to save ns, 
Could Qr would have shed bis btood ; 

But onr Jesus died to have ua 
Eeconcil'd in Him to God. 

Tbi9 was boaudlcss love indeed, 

Jeans is a fricDd in need. 

When He Uv'd on eacUi abased, 
Friend of sinners was His name; 

Now above aJl gloiy raised 
He r^joioes in the same : 

Still Ha calls ns brethren, friends. 

And to all our wants attends. 

Oh for grace, our hearta to ao/ten ; 
Teach os, Saviour, love for love ; 
We, alaa I forget too ofteD, 

What B, friend we have above ! 
Bal when to our home we're brought, 
Ws shalJ love Thee as we ought. 
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THE CHRISTIAN PILGRIM'S HOPE. 

One sweetly solemn thoagbt 

Gomes to me o'er and o'er, 
I'm nearer home to-day. 

Than ever I was before. 

Nearer my Father's honse 
Where the many mansions be ; 

Nearer the great white throne, 
Nearer the crystal sea. 

Nearer the bound of life 
Where we lay our burdens down ; 

Nearer leaving the cross, 
Nearer taking the crown. 

Lying darkly between, 
Winding down thro* the night, 

Is the deep and unknown stream. 
Which leads at last to the light. 

Jesns perfect my trust, 
Strengthen the hand of my faith. 

Let me feel Thee near when I stand 
On the edge of the shore of death ! 

Feel Thee near when my feet 

Are slipping over the brink ; 
For it may be, I'm Tieax^xVsasA^ 

Nearer now \^«ii\ VSdm^* c^ssk?*-' 



1 
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/ LABOUR. j 

FsQBe not to dream of Uio future lieforeus; ] 

Pause not to naep tUe ivildtWRs tbntcomeo'ernjj 
Hark how aientiou's deep musical cborns 

Uointcnrntting gasa up ioto heaven 1 J 

Keyer the ocean wave faltera in Qowing, ] 

Kever the little seed Elops in its groiriiig, 
More and more riohlj' the rose-lieort keeps gloirill^ 
Till from its nourisUtng stem it is tiveD. 

" Labour is worship I " tli« robin ie singing, 
"Labour is norBhip 1" the wild bee is ringing; 
Listen that eloquent whisper upspringing ) 

Speaks to the soul from, out Nature's heart. 
From the dark olond cornea Ibe life-giring ahowar^; 
Prom Ihe rough aod springs the soft breathing flowif 
From tho small insect tbe rich coral bower, 

Onlj mau, in the plan, ever shrinks from hix par 

Ijabonr is life 1 — 'tis the still water faileth ; 

Idleness ever deapaireth, bewaileth ; 

Keep thewateb wound, foT the dark rust assaileth.: 

Flowers droop and die in the stillness of noon. 
Labour is glory 1 the flying cloud lightens, f 

Only the waving wing changes and brightens. 
Idle hearts ever the dark future frightens. 

Play the awoet keys would'at thou keep them in In 
Zjiitoprds rest. Irom lliu sihtom IMt gioci. Ua, 

^^'^y" ^ Pfi'iir veifltiona that meel ua, 
^f™f -HO promptiagB that ever entoeek la, 
-"«M*OB, world-Bireaa that lure ua toifi. 
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Work! and pure slumber shall wait on thy pillow. 
Work 1 thou shalt ride over care's coming billow^ 
lie not down weary 'neath woe's weeping*willow, 
Work with a stont heart and resolute will. 

Droop not, though shame, sin, and anguish are 

round thee, 
Bravely fling off the cold chain that hath bound thee ; 
Look on yon pure haven smiling beyond thee, 

Best not content in thy darkness — a clod. 
Work for some good, be it ever so slowly, 
Cherish some flower be it ever so lowly, 
Labour I all labour is noble and holy ; 

Let all thy deeds be a prayer to thy God. 

OSGOOD. 

" DISCOUEAQED BECAUSE OF THE WAT." 

Numbers xxi, 4. 

Pilgrim of earth, who art journeying to heaven I 

Heir of eternal life I child of the day I 
Cared for, watched over, beloved and forgiven, 

Art thou discouraged, because of the way f 

Cared far, watch'd over, tho' often thou seemest 
Justly forsaken, nor counted a child-^ 

Loved and forgiven, tho' rightly thou deemest 
Thyself all unlovely, impure, and deflled. 

Weary and thirsty— no water-brook near thee, 
Press on, nor faint at the length of the way ; 

The God of thy life will assuredly hear thee, 
He will provide thee with strength for the day.' 
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Break through the hrambles and briars that obatmet 
thee, 

Dread not the gloom and the blackness of night. 
Lean on the Hand that will safely conduct thee. 

Trust to His eye to whom darkness is light ! 

Be trustful, be steadfast, whatever betide thee, 
Only one thing do thou ask of the Lord — 

Orace to go forward, wherever He guide thee, 
Simply believing the truth of His word. 

Still on thy spirit deep anguish is pressing — 
Not for the yoke that His wisdom bestows, 

A heavier burden thy soul is distressing — 
A heart that is slow in His love to repose. 

Earthliness, coldness, unthankful behaviour — 
Ah I thou may'st sorrow, but do not despair ; 

Even this grief ihou may'st bring to thy Saviour ; 
Cast upon Him e'en this burden of care ! 

Bring all thy hardness : His power can subdue it : 
How full is the promise ! the blessing how free ! 

" Whatsoever ye ask in My name, I will do it, 
" Abide in My love and be joyful in Me." 

PRAY FOR THOSE THOU LOVEST. 

Pray for those thou lovest t 
If uncounted wealth be thine, — 

The treasures of the boundless deep,— 
The riches of the mine ; 
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Thpn canst not to a treasured friend, 

So dear a gift impart, 
As the earnest benediction 

Of a deeply loving heart 

Tes, pray for those then lovest I 

Thou may'st vainly, idly, seek. 
The force of fervid tenderness, 

In feeble words to speak. 
Go ; kneel before thy Father's throne, 

And meekly, hnmbly, there 
Ask a blessing for the lov'd one. 

In the holy honr of prayer. 

Seek not the worldling's friendship ! — 

It will droop and fade ere long. 
In the dull and heartless glitter 

Of the pleasure loving throng. 
But seek the friend, who when thy prayer 

To heaven shall murmured be. 
Breathes forth in fervent sympaUiy 

A fervent prayer for thee ! 

And should the flowery path of life 

Become a path of pain, 
The friendships formed in bonds like these, 

Thy spirit shall sustain ; 
Years may not chill, nor grief invade, 

Nor poverty im.^Q[rc« 
The love that gce^ «iA^Q\a\sSa!^^ 

In the hoVy hara oi ^t«5«- 



Join, my soul, with every creature ; 
Join the universal song 1 

Father I source of all compassion I 
Pure unbounded grace is Thine ; 

Hail the God of our salvation I 
Praise Him for His love divine. 

Joyftilly on earth adore Him, 
Till in heaven our song we raise ; 

There enraptured fall before Him, 
Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 

For ten thousand blessings given, 

For the hope of future joy, 
Sound His praise through earth and hea' 

Sound Jehovah's praise on high. 

PRAYER.— .0. M. 
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Prayer is the simplest form of speeoh 

That infant lips can try ; 
Prayer the sublimest strains that reaoh 

The Mcgesty on high. 

Prayer is the christian's vital breath. 

The christian's native air, 
His watchword in the hour of death : 

He enters heaven with prayer. 

Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice, 

Returning from his ways, 
While angels in their songs rejoice, 

And cry, " Behold he prays ! " 

Thou, by whom we come to God, 

The life, the truth, the way I 
The path of prayer Thyself hast trod ; 

Lord, teach us how to pray ! 

" EAELY DEDICATION." 

Bemember now thy God, my child ; 
Choose now the better part, 

Before long years of care and sin, 
Have aged and chill'd thy heart; 

Before its hidden springs of love 
Have been unseM'd — defiled ; 

Its riches spent on worthless things- 
Give all to Him, my child 1 
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Remembar Him when laomiDg lighl 

Shines on. tMne opening ejei ; 
Acd wtiED the night Bbades gathering routid 

Wilh soil ataxB gem the ekies. 
"tin He who gaardti Ihy helpless sleep 

From torrorB dark and wild ; 
'Tis He who gives enoh joyous day — 

Forget Him not, my child 1 
Think of Him in thy buEieBt hovn 

With book, and map, and earn. 
When to the eomest, patient mind, 

No other thought should corae. 
One loving, truthful look townrda Him. 

Will make a dull room bright, 
And hardest tasks, and tireBOine enm, 

Seem Etrangely dear and hnght. 
Hamember that in work, or play, 

His eye ia tiled on tbee, 
And at that loving holy gluniie. 

Let sloth and anger fleo. 
When eelfislineas and dark deceit 

Would lead thy soul astray, 
One earnest, prayerful thought of Him, 

Will drive these foes away. 
EOCK OF AGES.— 7'8. 
Sock of cges, clc-!l for me, 
Xet me hide myself in Thee 1 
£ie£ the water and the blood, 

•Fiva Tby wounded side thai ftoiwi 
-Ba ofgia the double core, 
caaanae tae fiom its guilt •»* 'S**' 
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Not the labour of my hands 
Can fhlfil Thy law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever flow, 
All for sin could not atone t 
Thou must save, and Thou alone. 



Nothing in my hand I bring, 

Simply to Thy cross I cling ; ! 

Naked, come to Thee for dress, \ 

Helpless, look to Thee for grace : 

Black, I to the fountain fly. 

Wash me. Saviour, or T die ! 

While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eye-lids close in deaUi, 
When I soar to worlds unknown. 
See Thee on Thy judgment throne. 
Rock of ages, shelter me ! 
Let me hide myself in Thee. 



SATURDAY E VENING.— rs. H. 

Safely through another week, 
God hath brought us on our way ; 
Let us now a blessing seek. 
On the coming Sabb&lli dvs \ 
Day of all the week. \Xie\^eR^ 
£mblem of etemil xe^X.^ 
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Merdes maltiplied each honr 
Through the week oar praise demand, 
Guarded by Thy mighty power, 
Fed aud guided by Thy hand : — 
Now from worldly care set free, 
May we rest this night with Thee. 

When the mom shall bid us rise, 
May we feel Thy presence near ! 
May Thy glory meet our eyes, 
When we in Thy house appear ; 
Holy may each Sabbath prove, 
Till we join the church above I 

THE GOOD SHEPHEBD.— 0. m. 

See the kind Shepherd, Jesus stands 
With all-engaging charms ; 

Hark, how He calls the tender lambs, 
And folds them in His arms. 

Permit them to approach He cries. 
Nor scorn their humble name ; 

For 'twas to bless such souls as these 
The Lord of angels came. 

He'll lead us to the heavenly streams. 
Where living waters flow ; 

And guide ns to the fhiitfal fields, 
Where trees of knowledge grow. 
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The feeblest lamb amidst the flock 
Shall be its Shepherd's care : 

While folded in the Sayioar's arms, 
We're safe from every snare. 

THE SONG OF MIRIAM— p. K. 

Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ! 
Jehovah hath triumphed I His people are free ! 
Sing — for the pride of the tyrant is broken ; 

His chariots and horsemen, all splendid and brave, — 
How vain was their boasting! the Lord hath but 
spoken, 

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave ! 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea I 
Jehovah hath triumphed ! His people are free ! 

Praise to the Conqueror 1 praise to the Lord ! 

His word was our arrow — His breath was our sword ! 

Who shall return, to tell Egypt the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride ? 
The Lord hath looked out from His pillar of glory, 

And all her brave thousands are dashed in the tide ; 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ! 
Jehovah hath triumphed! His people are free! 

TAKE NO THOUGHT FOR THE MORROW. 

** Take no thought for the morrow," its trials or dangers; 

Why burden ihy spirit with deepening gloom? 
Ah! to-day hath enough to distress and perplex thee. 

It needeth no shadow of diurk things to come. 
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"Take no thought for the morrow," no sorrow shall 
tonoh thee, 

But that which thy God in His love hath decreed; 
Go to Christ with thy grief, as it daily ariseth, 

And seek for His strength in the moment of need. 

''Take no thought for the morrow," rich mercy 
abounding 

Has marked every step of thy pathway till now; 
Put thy trust, then, in God, for the still distant future, 

Effacing those dark lines of care from thy brow. 

"Take no thought for the morrow," its dawning may 
find thee 

A spirit of rest 'neath the altar of God, 
With the last battle fought, and the last trial ended, 

The victory won through Emmanuers blood. 

A PSALM OF LIFE. 

Tell me not in mournful numbers. 

Life is but an empty dream ! 
For the soul is dead that slumbers, 

And things are not what they seem. 

Life is real ! life is earnest ! 

And the grave is not its goal ; 
" Dust thou art, to dust returnest," 

Was not spoken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 

Is our destined end or way ; 
But to act, that each to-morrow 

Find us further than to-day. 
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Art is long, and Time is fleeting, 
And our hearts though stout and brave, 

Still like muffled drums are beating, 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle. 

In the bivouac of life, 
Be not like dumb driven cattle I 

Be a hero in the strife ! 

Trust no Future howe'er pleasant ! 

Let the dead Past bury its dead ; 
Act, — act in the living Present! 

Heart within, and God o'er head I 

Lives of great men all remind us, 
We can make our lives sublime ; 

And departing leave behind us. 
Footprints on the sands of time. 

Footprints that perhaps another, 
Sailing o'er life's solemn main ; 

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother — 
Seeing, shall take heart again. 

Let us then be up and doing. 

With a heart fir any fate; 
Still achieving, still pursviia^,. 

Learn to laboxii mi^ \,«i ^«kX- 
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THE MIRACLE OF BETHESDA.— c. m. d. 

The aged sufferer waited long 

Upon Bethesda's brink ; 
Till hopes, once rising warm and strong, 

Began in fears to sink : 
And heavy were the sighs he drew, 

And fervent was his prayer, 
For he with safety full in view, 

Still languished helpless there. 

His hope grew dim ; but one was nigh 

Who saw tiie sufferer's grief: 
That gentle voice, that pitying eye, 

Gave promise of relief. 
Each pang that human weakness knows 

Obeyed that powerful word i 
He spake, and, lo ! the sick arose, 

Rejoicing in his Lord t 

Father of Jesus I when opprest 

With grief and pain we lie. 
And, longing for thy heavenly resS 

Despair to look so high, — 
Oh, may the Saviour's words of peace, 

Within the wounded heart, 
Bid every doubt and suffering cease. 

And strength and joy impart 1 
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MY FATHER'S AT THE HELM. 

The curling waves with awfhl roar, 

A little boat assailed ; 
And pallid fear's distracting power 

O'er all on board prevailed. 

Save one, the captain's darling child, 
Who steadfast viewed the storm ; 

And cheerful, with composure, smiled 
At danger's threatening form. 

" Why sport'st thou thus," a seaman cried, 

«* While terrors overwhelm ?" 
"Why should I fear ?" the boy replied, 

" My father's at the helm 1 " 

So when our worldly all is reft, 

Our earthly helper gone; 
We still have one true anchor left, 

God helps, and He alone. 

Then turn to Him, 'mid sorrows wild. 
When wants and woes o'erwhelm ; 

Remembering like the fearless child. 
Our FaUiePs at the helm. 

SABBATH EVENING. 

The Sabbath day has reached its dose, 
Yet, Saviour, 'ere I seek x^'gaafe^ 
Grant me the i^w»TVii \<Qrq^>i^'«^K^'^'» 
Smile on my e^exmi^'Vwsvsx- 
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Oh I heATenly Oomlbrter, sweet Guest, 
Hallow and oalm mj troabled breast; 
Weaix I ooome to Thee fbr rest. 
Smile on mj erening hoar. 

If erer I have fbnnd it sweeti 
To worship at my SaTionx^s feet, 
* Now to my soul this bliss repeat, 
Smile on my evening hour. 

Let not the gospel seed remain 
Unfroitfol, or be lost again ; 
Let heavenly dews disul like rain, 
Smile on my evening hour. 

Oh 1 ever present, ever nigh, 
Jesus, to Thee I lift mine eye. 
Thou hear'st the contrite sinner's cry, 
Smile on my evening hoar. 

My only intercessor Thou ! 
Mingle Thy fragrant incense now 
With every prayer and every vow, 
Smile on my evening hour. 

And oh, when life's short course shall end, 
And death's dark shades aroxmd impend, 
J^y God ! my everlasting ¥T\etL^\ 
Smile on my evening Yionx. 
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THE BIBLE. 

The praises of my tongue 
I ofTer to the Lord, 
That I was tanght and learnt so young 
To read His holy word. 

Great God I this book of thine 
Liforms me where to go, 
For grace to pardon all my sin, 
And make me holy too. 

Here I can read and learn 
How Christ, the Son of God, 
Proclaimed the covenant of Thy grace, 
And sealed it with His blood. 

Oh, may the gospel teach, 
And may my heart receive. 
Those truths which all Thy servants preach. 
And all Thy saints believe ! 

Then shall I praise the Lord 
In a more cheerful strain. 
That I was taught to read His word. 
And have not learnt in vain. 

A LITTLE CHILD'S MORNING HYMN. 

The morning bright. 

With rosy light. 
Has waked me from my sleep : 

Father, I own 

Thy love alone 
Thy litUe one doWi "kec^. 
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All thzoogh fha da J 

IhnmUypnyf 
Be Them mj Gfturd and Qidde ; 

My rim f6zRXf0» 

AndletmeHTOy 
BlaBs'd Jeiiu 1 nnur Thy sida. 

Oh^makeThyreat 

Within mj breast, 
Qreat Spirit of all grace ; 

Mal^e me like Thee, 

Then shall I be 
Prepared to see Thy faoe, 

THE HEAVENS DECLARE THE GLOB 

OF GOD. 

The spacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue ethereal sky, 
And spangled heavens, a shining frame 
Their great Original proclaim. 
The unwearied sun, from day to day. 
Does his Creator's power display. 
And publishes to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And nightly to the listening earth 
Repeats the story of her birth ; 
Whilst all the stars that round her bun 
And all the planets in theii txmi, 
Con Arm the tidings as they xoM, 
-And §pread the truth from poVe \« "^ 
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What thongh, in solemn silenoe, all 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball ? 
What thongh no real voice nor sound 
Amidst their radiant orbs be found ? 
In Beason's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
For ever sluging, as they shine, 
'* The hand Uiat made us, is divine." 



DHILDREN. LOVE ONE ANOTHER.— L. H. 

The God of heaven is pleased to see 
A little family agree. 
And will not slight the praise they bring, 
When loving children join to sing. 

For love and kindness please Him more 
Than if we gave Him all our store ; 
And children here, who dwell in love. 
Are like the little ones above. 

The gentle child that tries to please, 
That hates to quarrel, fret, and tease. 
And would not say an angry word — 
That child is pleasing to the Lord. 

Great God ! forgive, whenever we 
Forget Thy will and disagree ; 
And grant that each, ol wa isi^ ^^^ 
The sweet delight ot\ieai%>BMx^\ 
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OHBIST ON SAETH.— c. k. 
<* The Lend hallh laid o& mm iilM iniiiirilsr of u aiL'*- 

The Saviour eomes ; no outward pomp 

Betpetka hia preaenoe nigh; 
No earthly beanty shinea in Him 

To draw the oamal ^ye. 

R^|eoted and despised of men, 

Behold a man of woe I 
Orief was His heavy burden here, 

Through all His life below. 

Yet all the griefs He felt were ours, 
And ours the woes He bore ; 

Pangs, not His own, His spotless soul 
With bitter anguish tore. 

His sacred blood hath washed our souls 

From sin's polluting stain ; 
His stripes have healed us, and Hia death 

Beyived our souls again. 

All we like sheep have gone astray 

In ruin's fatal road : 
On Him were man's transgressions laid— 

He bore the mighty load. 

He died to bear the guilt of men, 
That sin might be forgWen \ 
He lives to bless them, an^ deUxi^, 
-And plead their cause in \ieai'^«ti» 
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O God the Son, who lowly came 

Lost sinDers to restore, 
All glory to Thy holy name. 

All glory evermore. 

GOD PRESENT EVERYWHERE.— c. m. 

There's not a place in earth's vast round, 

In ocean deep, or air, 
Where skill and wisdom are not found. 

For God is everywhere. 

There's not of grass a single blade, 

Or leaf of lowliest mien, 
Where heavenly skill is not displayed, 

Or heavenly wisdom seen. 

There's not a tempest dark and dread. 

Or storm that rends the air, 
Or blast that sweeps o'er ocean's bed. 

But heaven's own voice is there. 

There's not a star whose twinkling light, 

Illumes the distant earth. 
And cheers the silent gloom of night, 

But mercy gave it birth. 

Around, beneath, below, above. 

Wherever space extends. 
There heaven displays itaXiWvxi^^^'^^'^"^^" 

And power with rttexcs "VAsti^''^* 
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Then rite^ mj ioii]« tnd giiig His luone, 
And all Hk praiie leheazBe, 

Who Bproftd ahmd etrth's glovioiui frwne» 
And hoilt the nniTene. 

HBAYEN. 

Therp is a land of pture delight^ 
Where saints immortal reign ; 

Infinite day excludes the night. 
And pleasures hanish pain. 

There everlasting spring ahides, 
And never-withering flowers.; 

Death, like a narrow sea divides 
This heavenly land from ours. 

Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 
Stand dress'd in living green ; 

So to the Jews old Canaan stood. 
While Jordan roll'd between. 

But timorous mortals start and shrink 

To cross this narrow sea ; 
And linger, shivering on the brink, 

And fear to launch away. 

Oh, could we make our doubts remove, 
. These gloomy doubts that rise, 
And see the Canaan that "walo^ft. 
With un beclouded eyea\ 
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Could we but climb where Moses stood, 

And view the landscape o'er, 
Not Jordan's stream nor death's cold flood, 

Should fright us from the shore. 

THE HAPPY LAND— p. m. 

There is a happy land, 

Far, far away ; 
Where saints in glory stand, 

Bright, bright as day. 
Oh, how they sweetly sing, 
" Worthy is our Saviour King I " 
Loud let His praises ring, 

Praise, praise for aye. 

Come to that happy land. 

Come, come away ! 
Why will you doubting stand ? 

Why still delay ? 
Oh, we shall happy be. 
When from sin and sorrow free; 
Lord, we shall live with Thee, 

Blest, blest for aye. 

Bright, in that happy land. 

Beams every eye ; 
Kept by a Father's hand. 

Love cannot die. 
Oh, then to glory run. 
Be a crown and kingdom wou^ 
And bright a\joNfe NilS.^ ww^ 

We reigxi iox ^3^* 
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A GLORIOUS WORLD OF LIGHT. 

There is a glorious world of light 

Ahove the starry sky, 
Where saints departed, clothed in white, 

Adore the Lord most high. 

The hliss they feel we, too, shall know, 

If Jesus we ohey ; 
That is the place where we shall go 

If found in wisdom's way. 

This is the joy we ought to seek, 

And make our chief concern. 
For this we come from week to week, 

To read, and hear, and learn. 

Soon will our earthly race he run. 

Our mortal frame decay ; 
Children and teachers one hy one, 

Must droop and pass away. 

Great God t impress the serious thought 

This day on every hreast. 
That hoth the teachers and the taught 

May enter into rest 

SPIRITUAL WORSHIP. 

Though glorious, God I must Thy temple have been, 

On the day of its first dedication. 
When the cherubim's wings widely waving were teen, 

On high o'er the ark's holy station : 
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When even the chosen of Levi, though skill'd 

To minister, standing before Thee, 
Betir'd from the cloud which the temple then flll'd, 

And Thy glory made Israel adore Thee : 

Though awfully grand was Thy majesty then ; 

Yet the worship Thy Gospel discloses, 
Less splendid in pomp to the vision of men, 

Far surpasses the ritual of Moses. 

And by whom was that ritual for ever repeal'd ? 

But by Him, unto whom it was given 
To enter the Oracle, where is reveal'd, 

Not the c!ond, but the brightness of heaven. 

Who, having once entered, hath shewn us the way, 
O Lord ! how to worship before Thee ; 

Not with shadowy forms of that earlier day, 
But in spirit and truth to adore Thee ! 

This, this is the worship the Saviour made known, 

When she of Samaria found Him 
By the patriarch's well, sitting weary, alone. 

With the stillness of noon-tide around Him. 

How sublime, yet how simple the homage He taught 
To her, who enquir'd by that fountain ; 

If Jehovah at Solyma's shrine would be sought, 
Or ador'd on Samaria's mountain — 

Woman I believe me, the hour is near, 
When He, if ye rightly would hail Hira, 

Will neither be worhipp'd exclusively here, 
Nor yet at the altar of Salem. 
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For God is a Spirit I and they who aright 
Would perform the pure worship He loveth, 

In the heart's holy temple will seek, with delight, 
That spirit the Father approveth. 

And many that prophecy's truth can declare, 
Whose bosoms have Jivingly known it; 

Whom God hath instructed to worship Him there, 
And convinc'd that His mercy will own it. 

The temple that Solomon built to His name, 

Now lives but in history's story ; 
Extinguished long since is its altar's bright flame. 

And vanish'd each glimpse of its glory. 

But the Christian, made wise by a wisdom divine. 

Though all human fabrics may falter. 
Still finds in his heart a far holier shrine. 

Where the flre burns unquench'd on the altar I 

THE LAND WHICH NO MORTAL MAY KNOW. 

Though earth has full many a beautiful spot. 

As a poet or painter might show. 
Yet more lovely and beautiful, holy and bright. 
To the hopes of the heart, and the spirit's glad sight. 

Is the land that no mortal may know. 

There the crystalline stream, bursting forth j&om the 
throne. 

Flows on, and for ever will flow ; 
Its waves, as they roll, are with melody rife. 
And its waters are sparkling with beauty and life, 

In the land which no mortal may know. 
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And there on its margin, with leaves ever green, 
With its fruits healing sickness and woe, 

The fair Tree of life ! in its glory and pride, 

Is fed by that deep, inexhaustible tide 
Of the land which no mortal may know. 

There, too, are the lost I whom welov'd on this earth, 

With whose memories our bosoms yet glow ; 
Their relics we gave to the place of the dead, ' 
But their glorified spirits before us have fled 
To the land which no mortal may know. 

There the pale orb of night and the fountain of day, 

Nor beauty, nor splendour bestow ; 
But the presence of Him, the unchanging I AM, 
And the holy, the pure, the immaculate Lamb, 

Light the land which no mortal may know. 

Oh ! who but must pine in this dark vale of tears. 

From its clouds and its shadows to go. 
To walk in the light of the glory above. 
And to share in the peace, and the joy, and the love. 
Of the land which no mortal may know. 

ON THE DEATH OF A CHRISTIAN. 

Thou art gone to the grave, — but we will not deplore 

thee, 
Tho' sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb ; 
The Saviour has passed thro' its portals before thee, 
And the lamp of His love is thy guide thro' the gloom. 
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Thou artgone to tliAgKfV-i'^i^ BO Iflopir bahoU th^ 
Nor tread fhe rough Mdw cf fhe vond>7 thy Mm i 
Bat the widt arms oraanf an ipnad to loAHd thMj 
And sinnen nu^ hopi^ m» the iJnlf hag dtod. 



Thou art gone to the gnmy— tad Ito mandons. 




Perhaps Utr^i«|Ari«l^dd«rMliBg«rail Jong; ' 
But the eonMne of Uilff«fr kaaaMd Mght on thy 

waking. 
And the aonnd «Uoh thoa heard'stwaa the seraphim's 

song. 

Thou art gone to the grave, — ^but 'twere wrong to 

deplore thee. 
When God was thy Ransom, thy Guardian, thy Guids, 
He gave thee, and took thee, and He will restore theSf 
Where death hath no sting, since the Saviour hath 

died. 



WANT OF THOUGHT. 

Time to me this truth hath taught, 
'Tis a trutli that's worth revealing ; 

More oflFimd from want of thought. 
Than from any want of feeling ;— 

If advice we would convey, 
There's a time we should convey it ; 
If we've but a word to sny, 

There's a tone in which to ^3 \X.\ 
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Many a beauteous flower decays. 

Though we tend it e'er so much, 
Something secret on it preys, 

Which no human aid can touch I 
So in many a lovely breast. 

Lies some canker-grief conceal'd ; 
That if touch'd is more oppress'd I 

Left unto itself— is heai'd 

Oft, unknowingly, the tongue 

Touches on a chord so aching, 
That a word, or accent, wrong. 

Pains the heart almost to breaking. 
Many a tear of wounded pride. 

Many a fault of human blindness, 
Has been soothed or turned aside. 

By a quiet voice of kindness. 

Time to me this truth hath taught, 
*Tis a truth that's worth revealing ; — 

More offend from want of thought, 
Than from any want of feeling. 

CHARLES SWAIN. 

'TIS SWEET TO WORK FOE JESUS. 

'Tis sweet to work for Jesus, 

In this life's little day ; 
To spread around *• the joyful sound," 

As those forgiven may ; 
To tell His loving kindness, 

His promises so t.t^<ft \ 
To urge the yo\m%» \Xiv>X. >lX^'851 "Sftsc^ «y«^'!^. 

And trust lYda ^wn-ooi \»^* 
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'Tis sweet to work for Jesus : 

Be this our one desire, 
Our purpose still, to do His will, 

Whntever He require. 
No action is too lowly, 

No work of love too small ; 
If Christ but lead, we may, indeed, 

Well follow such a call. 

*Tis sweet to work for Jesus— 

Oh I weary not of this, 
But onward press with cheerfulness 

Though rough the pathway is. 
Hold on, unmoved and patient, 

Till He shall call thee home, 
With joy to stand Bt God's right hand 

To serve before the throne. 

DO I LOVE THE LORD f 

'Tis a point I long to know, 
Oft it causes anxious thought, 
Do I love the Lord or no ? 
Am I His or am I not ? 

Could my heart so hard remain, 
Prayer a task and burden t)rove, 
Any duty give me pain, 
If 1 knew a Saviour's love ? 

When I turn mine eyes within, 
! how dark, and vain, and wild ; 
Prone to unbelief and sin, 
Can I deem myself a ohild f 



k 
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Yet I mourn my stiibbom will, 
Find my sin a grief and thrall; 
Shoald I grieve for what 1 feel 
If I did not love at all ? 

Could I love Thy sflCfnts to meet. 
Choose the ways I once abhor'd, 
Find at times the promise sweety 
If I did not love the Lord ? 

Saviour, let me love Thee more. 
If I love at all. I pray 
If I have not loved before 
Help me to begin to-day. 



TO BE THE THING WE SEEM. 

To be the thing we seem ; 
To do the thing we deem 

Enjoined by duty; 
To walk in faith, nor dream 
Of questioning God's scheme 

Of truth and beauty; 

Casting self-love aside, 
Discarding human pride. 

Our hearts to measure ; 
In humble hope to bide 
Each change in fortune's tida, 

At God's good pleasora ; 
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To trust, although deceived, 
Tell truth, though not believed ; 

Falsehood disdaining ; 
Patient of ills received, 
To pardon when aggrieved ; 

Passion restraining; 

With love no wrongs can chill, 
To save, unwearied still, 

The weak from falling : 
This is to do God's will 
On earth — and to fulfil 

Our heavenly calling. 

THE GOLDEN RULE. 

To do to others as T would 
That they should do to me, 

Will make me honest, kind, and good, 
As children ought to be. 

We never need behave amiss, 

Nor feel uncertain long. 
As we can always tell by this 

If things are right or wrong. 

I know I should not steal or use 
The smallest thing I see. 

Which I should never like to loose 
If it belonged to me. 

And this plain rule forbids me quite 
To strike an angry blow. 

Because I should not think it right 
If others served me so. 
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Whether I am at home, at school, 

Or walking out abroad, 
I never should forget this rule 

Of Jesus Christ, the Lord. 



INVITATION TO PRAYEB. 

To prayer, to prayer I for the momiDg breaks, 
And earth in her Maker's smile awakes ; 
His light is on all, below, above. 
The light of gladness, and life, and love : 
O then, on the breath of this early air. 
Send up the incense of grateful prayer. 

To prayer I for the glorious sun is gone, 
And the gathering darkness of night comes on, 
Like a curtain from God's kind hand it flows, 
To shade the couch where his children repose ; 
Then kneel, while the watching stars are bright, 
And give your last thought to the Guardian of night. 



UP, BE DOING I 

Up, be doing ! time is flying I flying at a rapid speed I 
Life's the time for word and action, life's the time for 

thought and deed ; 
Let OS seize the present moments, strive to do what 

good we can. 
Our great aim and motto ever-— love to God and love 

to man. 
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Up, be doing, eareless sinner! live no longer dead in sin ; 
CSfdl on Jesus Christ ! thy Saviour, and the christian's 

life begin ; 
Spurn no longer offered mercy, freely offered unto thee, 
Purchased with that blood so precious, spilt on 

Calvary's rugged tree. 

Up, be doing ! careless mortal I work and live for 

truth and right ; 
Up, and work I no longer tarry — work, while yet the 

day is light ; 
If my voice could reach the masses that in crowded 

cities dwell, 
I would warn them of their danger, and the road 

that leads to hell. 

Up, be doing t toiling brother ! read the book, and 

use the pen ; 
There is much that you can do for yourself and 

fellow men ; 
Though full many a foe surround you, snares on 

every side you see, 
Yet the grace of God can save you, and from danger 

set you free. 

Up, be doing 1 christian brother ! onward in the 

christian life ; 
Spread the knowledge of salvation in this world of 

sin and strife ; 
There is much around wants doing, and as much to 

be undone ; 
To each good work give your servioe-^there is work 

for every one. 



] 
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Up, be doing I live to purpose, eveiy xnaD, or rich 

or poor, 
All come forward, for the Master needeth many 

labourers more ; 
Be not loiterers or loungers, who all day will idle 

stand; 
Up, at once t and work in earnest, with a ready heart 

and bond. 

Up, be doing I life is transient ! we are passing fast 

awny, 
And the voice of wisdom crieth, " Work while it ia 

called to-dnyl" 
May we hearken to its counsel, live to labour and to 

love; 
Then, when all our work is ended, we shall surely 

rest above. beuben chakdleb. 

HEAVEN. 

We sing of the realms of the blest ; 

Thnt country so bright and so fair, 
And oft are its glories confest. 

But what must it be to be there I 

We speak of its pathwa^ys of gold, 
Its wjills deck'd with jewels so rare, 

Its wonders and pleasures untold ; 
But what must it be to be there I 

We speak of its freedom from sin, 
From sorrow, temptation, and care. 

From trials without and within ; 
But what must it be to bo there I 
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We woald see Jesus, yet the spirit lingers 
Bound the dear objects it has loved so long, 

And earth from earth can scarce unelasp its fingers 
Our love to Thee makes not this love less strong. 

We would see Jesus, sense is all too blinding, 
Heaven appears too dim, too faraway. 

We would see Thee, to gain a sweet remembering, 
That Thou hast promised our great debt to pay. 

We would see Jesus, this is all we're needing, 

Strength, joy, and willingness comes with the sight. 

We would see Jesus, dying, risen, pleading. 
Then welcome day I and farewell mortal night f 



THE TEMPERANCE CRUSADE. 

We war against the monster drink. 
Which makes our fellow man to sink ; 

We war against the trade 
Where vicious appetites are fed, 
Where many are to ruin led. 

And staggering drunkards made. 

A noble army is enrolled, 
Who, let it to the world be told, 

Against the foe will fight ; 
Our banner proudly waves on high. 
And while we do the foe defy, 

May God defend the right ! 
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Onr wetpons shall be tmtb end lov« ; 
Gaod-vill to man, aod God above, 

Our end and nira shaLi be — 
Tliiit weeping moLhprB ranj rpjnice. 
And children raise u cheerful voice, 

And slaTCB lo drink be free. , 

Long has ihfl foe asiHiied our home, ^ 
And tempted mony fur to roam, J 

With oursinK lo relurn, i 

To bent and kick a loving wire. 
To fill a hnme with want and strife, , 

Aod sighs and tears to epurn, : 

The battle may be fleroa and strong, j 
But right shall yet o'ercoma the wroog, .4 

And might fur right give vay ; 
While shinee above the Xempenmce sbi^ 
Agiiitist the foe we tneon to war. 

To haste that better day. 
A noble band is ri<iing now, 
Willi henab and vigour on their broir. 

Who will onr CHUie suswin ; 
That when we qnic the bnsy Held, 
Our weapons tliey moy proudly irield. 

And still our vrui-k miiiiitain. 
Then cheer ye, comrades, faint nor pam 
Go forward in our glnrinus CBU=(> ; 

To dri'e from eniih's fair sod 
The /peaieti roe Hint can ba toatid, 
2Sfl wiiie spread univerae arDUoS, 
To maaiind aod to God. as. ow 
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THE CONDESCENSION OF CHBIST. 

S Cor. yiii. 9. 

What a strange and wondrous stoiy, 

From the book of God is read, 
How the Lord of life and fi^Iory 

Had not where to lay His head. 

How He left His throne in heaven, 

Here to suffer, bleed, and die ; 
That my soul might be forgiven, 

And ascend to God on high I 

If I worship God who gave me 
Life, and health, and all things here, 

Should not He who died to save me, 
To my soul be very dear ! 

Jesus Christ, my Jjord and Saviour, 

Let me not ungrateful be, 
Let my words and my behaviour 

Prove I love and honour Thee. 

Father, let thy Holy Spirit 

Still reveal a Saviour's love. 
And prepare me to inherit 

Glory where He reigns above. 

There with saints and angels dwelling, 
May I that great love i^vocl^Axci^ 

And with them \ift ft-^ex \.^CC\Ti% 
All th© ^ondexE oiBi^Ti^'Ox^* 
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CHILDREN'S DUTIES. 
What can a little dew-drop do ? 
rd better roll away ; 
The blade on which it rested 
Before the day was done, 
Without a drop to moisten it, 
Would wither in the sun. 

Suppose the little breezes, 

Upon a summer's day, 

Should think themselves too small to cool 

The traveller on his way ; 

Who would not miss the smallest 

And softest ones that blow. 

And think they made a great mistake 

If they were talking so. 

How many deeds of kindness 

A little child may do ; 

Although it has so little strength, 

And little wisdom too. 

It wants a loving spirit 

Much more than strength to prove 

How many things a child may do 

For others by his love. 

AGAINST QUARRELING. 

Whatever brawls disturb the street, 
There should be peace at home ; 

Where sisters dwell and brothers meet 
Quarrels should never ooxne. 
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Birds in their little nests agree ; 

And 'tis a shameful sight 
When children of one family 

Fall out, and chide, and fight 

Hard names at first and threatening words, 

That are but noisy breath, 
May grow to clubs and naked swords. 

To murder and to death. 

Passion and pride may tempt each one 

To rage against another ; 
So wicked Cain was hurried on, 

Till he had killed his brother. 

The wise will let their anger cool, 

At least before 'tis night ; 
But in the bosom of a fool, 

It burns till morning light. 

Pardon, Lord ! our childish rage ; 

Our little brawls remove; 
That as we grow to riper age. 

Our hearts may all be love. 

GOD'S LOVE TO MAN— 6. 6. 8. 

What was it, our God, 

Led Thee to give Thy Son, 
To yield Thy well-beloved, 

For us by sin undone ? 

'Twas love unYiOMXi^fe^A'^^"^"^'^'^'^^'^ 
To give Thy ^e\\-\>^\oN^^i^^ ^«42^- 
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Not all the wicked scoffs He heard 
Against the truths He taught. 

Excited one reviling word, 
Or one revengeful thought. 

And when upon the cross He hied 

With all His foes in view, 
** Father forgive them," Jesus said, 

" They know not what they do." 

Dear Saviour, may I learn of Thee, 

My temper to amend. 
But speak that pardoning word for me 

Whenever I offend. 

MORE THAN OTHERS I DESERVE.— o. m. 

Whene'er I take my walks ahroad, 

How many poor I see ; 
What shall I render to my God, 

For all His gifts to me ? 

Not more than others I deserve. 
Yet God hath given me more; 

For I have food while others starve, 
And heg from door to door. 

While some poor children scarce can tell 
Where they may lay th«Ax \^«a&> 

I have a home "w^et^asi \o ^^^I'S^. 
And rest upon lai '^^^^ 
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While others early learn to swear. 
And curse, and lie, and steal ; 

Lord, I am taught Thy name to fear 
And do Thy holy will. 

Are these Thy favours day by day, 

To me above the rest ? 
Then let me love Thee more than they 

And try to serve Thee best. 

"AND GOD CALLED UNTO SAMUEL."— p. m. 

When little Samuel woke 
And heard his Maker's voice. 

At every word He spoke 
How much did he rejoice I 

blessed, happy child to find 

The God of heaven so near and kind I 

If God would speak to m e, 
And say He is my Friend, 

How happy £ should be! 
Oh, how would I attend ! 

The smallest sin I then should fear, 

If God Almighty were so near. 

And does he never speak ? 

Oh, yes ; for in His word, 
He bids me come and seek 

The God that Samuel hoard. 
In almost every page, I see 
The God of Samuel calls to me. 
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And I beneath His eare 

May safely rest my head ; 
I know that God is there. 

To gaard my humble bed. 
And every sin I well may fear, 
Since God Almighty is so near. 

Like Samuel, let me say, 

Whene'er I read His word, 
** Speak, Lord ; I would obey 

The voice that I have heard. 
And when I in Thy house appear, 
Speak, for Thy servant waits to hear," 



THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM.— l. m. 

When marshalled on the nightly plain, 
The glittering host bestud the sky ; 

One star alone of all the train. 
Can fix the sinner's wandering -eye. 

Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks, 
From every. host, from every gem; 

But one alone the Saviour speaks, — 
It is the star of Bethlehem. 

Once on the raging seas I rode. 

The storm was loud, — ^the ni^b-t ^«& ^scs^^ 
The ocean yawned — ^aa^ TmaiiiXi ^'jtr^^ 

The waves thwfctosaa^xai^oxff^^^^^'^ ™^ 
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How kind was our Saviour to bid these children 

welcome, 
But there are many thousands who have never heard 

His name. 
Dear Saviour, hear us when we pray, that they may 

hear Thee to them say, 
" Suffer the children to come unto me." 

And soon may the heathen, of every tribe and nation. 
Fulfil Thy blessed word and cast their idols all away. 
Oh shine upon them from above, and show Thyself a 

God of love, 
Teaoh them, dear Saviour, to come unto Thee. 



CONDUCT IN PUBLIC WORSHIP.— c. h. 

When to the house of prayer I go, 

Upon the Sabbath day, 
It would be very wrong, I know, 

To trifle or to play. 

I ought, with reverence and delight, 

The word of God to hear; 
It must be sinfUl in His sight. 

If careless I appear. 

And when I stand or kneel to pray, 

Or use my voice to sing, 
How wrong, to look about, or play, 

Or mind some other thing! 
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I know 'tis wrong; and yet my heart 

So foolish is, and vain, 
Unless the Loid His grace impart, 

I shall do so again. 

Then I mast pardon seek for this, 
And watch my heart with care, 

Lest I should play, or act amiss, 
When in the house of prayer. tatloo. 

THE SWALLOWS. 

Where are the swallows gone, mamma ? 

I haye missed them many a day 1 
And there were so many 1 what conld it he 

That has lightened them all away ? 
The rohins and sparrows still come to onr door. 
Bat the heaatifal swidlows are seen no more. 

They are gone, my hoy, to a warmer clime, 

Over the deep deep sea, 
Where the sammer in all its glorioas prime 

Still smiles apon lake and tree ; 
Where the sanheams dance 'mid the gashing springs, 
They are there, my boy, with their glancing wings. 

But who told them, mamma, which way to go. 

In search of that sunny land ? 
Oh ! how covild such tiny creatures know 

AVhat I hardly understand f 
Their eyes could not see that &r off sky. 
Then how could they tell which way to fly ? 
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God was their teacher, my wondering child, 
And He watched o'er each tiny thing ; 

He led them aright o'er the watery wild, 
And strengihened each weary wing ; 

That God whose words in the Scriptures tell 

Of a cloudless land where we too may dweU. 

And He warns that here in this changeftil earth 

We must quit our dwelling soon I 
But He points to a heaven where no pain has hirth, 

And He offers to guide us home. 
But let this, my sweet one, a lesson he. 
The fowls of the air have more &ith than we t 



ON INSTINCT. 

Who taught the hird to build its nest. 
Of wool, and hay, and moss ? 

Who taught her how to weave it best, 
And lay the twigs across ? 

Who taught the busy bee to fly 
Among the sweetest flowers, 

And lay her store of honey by 
To eat in winter hours ? 

Who taught the little ants the way 

Their narrow holes to bore^ 
And through the pleasant summer^s day 

To gather up their store ? 
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'Twas God who taught them all the way, 

And gave their little skill, 
And teaches children when they pray 

To do His holy will. maey howitt. 



IDLE WORDS. 

" Every idle word that men sliaU speak, they shall (five 
acconnt thereof in the day of judgment."— Matt, xii— 36. 

Words are things of little cost, 
Quickly spoken, quickly lost; 
We forget them, but they stand 
Witnesses at God's right hand ; 
And their testimony bear 
For us, or against us, there. 

Oh, how often ours have been 
Idle words, or words of sin ; ^ 
Words of anger, scorn, or pride, 
Or deceit our faults to hide ; 
Envious tales, or strife unkind, 
Leaving bitter thoughts behind. 

Grant us. Lord, from day to day, 
Strength to watch, and grace to pi-ay ; 
May our lips, from sin kept firee,; 
live to speak and sing of Thee; 
Till in heaven we learn to raise 
Hymns of everlasting praise. 
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SUCH IS THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN." 
Matthew ziz. — ^14.— hoksbtov. 

Yes, there are little ones in heaven, 
Babes such as we, around the throne, 
To whom the King of kings hath given, 
Eternal glory like His own ; 
Jesus 1 Thy mercy, rich and free, 
Hath suffered them to come to Thee ! 

1 let us think of them to-day — 
Their sweet and everlasting song, 
And hope to sing as loud as they 

In the same glorious heaven, ere long. 
Jesus ! may this our portion be I 

1 suffer us to come to Thee ! 

To come, with humbleness of mind, 
With simple faith and earnest prayer. 
To seek Thy precious cross, and find 
Peace— safety — joy — salvation there: 
! set our sin-bound spirits free, 
And suffer us to come to Thee ! 

To come, while we are young and gay. 
While life, and joy, and hope run Mgh ; 
To come, in sorrow's gloomiest day, 
To come at last when death is nigh: 
Lord ! in that day our Guardian be. 
And suffer us to come to TV!l<^^V 
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